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I 

VANNA IS BID FQR 

Not easily would you have found a girl more 
winning in a tender sort than Gio^anna Scarpa of 
Verona at one-and~twenty, fair-haired and flushed, 
delicately shaped, tall and pliant, as she then was. 
She had to suffer her hours of ill report, passes 
for near a saint now, in consequence of certain 
miracles and theophanies, •done on her account, 
which it is my business to declare : before those 
she was considered (if at all) as a girl who would 
certainly have been married three years ago if 
dowries had not been of moment in the matter. 
In a city of maids as pretty as they are modest — 
which no one will •deny Verona to be — there may 
h^ve. been some whose charms in either kind were 
equal to hers, while their estate was better in accord ; 
but the speculation is idle. Giovanna, flower in 
the face as she was, fit •to 6e noi^egay on any hearth, 
posy for any man’s breast, sprang in a very lowly 
soil. Lilce a blossoming reed she sliot up to her 
inches by Adige, aruf one forgot the muddy bed 
wondering at the slim grace of the shaft with its 
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crown of yellow atop. Her hair' waved about her 
like a flag ; she should have been planted in a 
castk ; instead, Giovanna the stately calm, with*her 
billowing line, staid lips, and candid grey eyes, was 
to be seen on her knees by the green water most 
days of the week. Bare-armed, splashed to the 
neck, bare-headed, out -at -heels, she rinsed and 
p<?mmelled, wrung and dipped again, laughed, 
< chattered, flung her hair to the»wind, her sweat to 
the water, in line with a dozen other women below 
tke Ponte Navi ; and if no one thought ai\y the 
worse of her, none, unhappily, thought any the 
better — at least in the way of marriage. It is 
probable that no one thought of her at all. 
Giovann^ was a beauty and a very good girl ; but 
she was a washerwoman for all that, whose toil fed 
seven mouths. 

Her 'father was Don Urbano, curate of Santa 
Toscana across the waver. This may very easily 
sound worse than it is. In Don Urbano’s day, 
though a priest might not marry, he might have a 
wife — a faithful, diligent companion, that is — to 
seethe his polenfa, air his linen, and rear his 
children. The Church winked at her, and so con- 
tinued until the Jesuits came to*teach that winking 
was unbecoming. But when Can Grande II. lordtfd 
in Verona the Jesuits did not, and Don Urbano, 
good easy man, cared not who winked afhis wife. 
She gave him six ciJiildren before she died of the 
seventh, of whom the eldest was Giovanna, and the 
others, in an orderly chain diminishing punctually 
by a year, ran down to Ferrantino, a tattered, 
shock-headed rascal of more inches than grace. 
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Last 9f-all, the.gbod drudge, who had borne these 
and many other burdens for her master, died also. 
Doll Urbano was never tired of saying how provi- 
dential it was that she had held off her demise fintil 
Giovarfha was old enough to take her place. The 
curate was fat and lazy, very much interested in 
himself ; his stipend barely paid Ifis shot' at .the 
‘ Fiore del Marinajo,’ under whose green bush 'he 
was mostly to be Seep. Vanna had to roll up her* 
sleeves, bend iier straight young back, and knee 
the board b^ the Ponte Navi. I have no doubt^it 
did her good — the work healthy, the air, the 
sun, the water-spray, kissed her beauty ripe ; but 
she, got no husband because she could save no 
dowry. Everything went to stay the sev^n crying 
mouths. ’ 

Then, on a day when half her twent.y*-first year 
had run after the others, old Baldassare Dardipozzo 
stayed on the bridge to res? from the burden of his 
pack — on a breezy March morning when the dust 
filled his eyes and the wind emptied him of breath. 
Baldassare had little enough to spare as it was. So 
he dropped his load in the angle of the bridge, 
with a smothered ‘ Accidente ! ’ or some such, and 
leaned to watch the swollen water buffeted cross- 
wise" by the gusts, or how the little mills amid- 
stream dipped as they swam breasting the waves. 
In so doing he became ^ware, in quite a peculiar 
way, of Vanna ^car pa? * • 

Baldassare was old, red-eyed, stif^ in the back. 
Possibly he was rheurpatic, certainly he was grumpy. 
He had a long slit mouth which played him a cruel 
trick ; for by ?l»tur<f ^^qaikd when by nature he 
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was most melancholy. Smile it would and did, 
however cut-throat he felt : if you wanted to see 
him .grin from ear to ear you would wait till he 
had* had an ill day’s market; Then, while sighs, 
curses, invocations of the saints, or open hints to 
the devil, came roaring from him, that hilarious 
mopthfXDf his invited you to share delights. You 
had needs laugh with him, and he, cursing high 
-and low, beamed all over his- face. ‘ To ,make 
Baldassare laugh ’ became a stock periphrasis for the 
sKpreme degree of tragedy among flit neighbours. 
About this traitor mouth of his he had a dew of 
scrubby beard, silvered black ; he had bushy eye- 
brows, hands atid arms covered with a black pelt : 
he was a very hairy man. Also he was a very 
warm man, a'3 everybody knew, with a hoard of 
florins under the flags of his old-clothes shop in 
the Via Stella. 

Having spat into the water many times, rubbed 
his hands, mopped his head, and cursed most things 
under heaven and some in it. Master Baldassare 
found himself watching the laundresses on the 
shore. They were the usual shrill, shrewd, and 
laughing line — the trade seems to induce high 
mirth — and as such no bait for* the old merchant 
by ordinary ; but just now the sun and bre^^e 
together made a bright patch of them, set them at 
a provoking flutter. Baldassare, prickly with dust, 
found them like their own cfeol linen hung out to 
dance itself dry in the wind. Most of all, he 
noticed Vanna, whom he knew well enough, 
because when she knelt upright she was taller and 
more wayward than the rest, ’and because the wind 
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made so plain the pretty figure she had. She was 
very industrious, but no less full of talk : there 
seemed so much to say ! The pauses were frsquent 
in which she straightened herself from the hips and 
turneci to thrust chin and voice into the debate. 
You saw then the sharp angle, the fine line of 
light along that raised chin, the charming" tur/i of 
the neck, her free young shoulders and shapely 
head ; also you nrarked her lively tones of ci and 
si, and how tyer shaking finger drove them home. 
T'h» wind vfould catch her yellow hair somefumes 
and wind it across her bo.som like a scarf ; or it 
streamed sideways like a long pennon ; or, being 
caught by a gust from below, sprayed out like a 
cloud of litten gold, Vanna always joiued in the 
laugh at her mishap, tossed her tressbs back, pinned 
them up (both hands at the business) ; .and then, 
with square shoulders and elbows stiff as rods, set 
to working the dirt out of Don Urbano’s surplice. 
Baldassare brooded, chewing straws. What a clear 
colour that girl had, to be sure 1 What a lissom 
rascal it was ! A fine long girl like that should be 
married ; by all accounts she would make a man a 
good wife. If he were a dozen years the better 

of four -and -fifty he might Then came a 

shrug, and a ‘ Ma ! ’ to conclude in true Veronese 
Baldassare’s ruminations. Shrug and explosion 
signalled two stark facts ^ Baldassare was fifty-four, 
and Vanna had no pdrtion. ' . 

Yet^he remained watching on ^he bridge, his 
chin buried in his ^knotty hands, his little eyes 
blinking under stress of the inner fire he had. So 
it befell that La Testolina saw him, and said some- 
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thing shrill and saucy to her neighbour. The wind 
tossed him the tone but not the sense. He saw 
the joke run crackling down the line, all heads 
look' brightly up. The joke "caught fire; he saw 
the sun-gleam on a dozen perfect sets ofi teeth. 
Vanna’s head was up with the rest, sooner up and 
thCfSodlier do'wn. Even from that height the 
litt4e twinkling beacons from the bridge shot her 
through. He saw her colour deepen, head droop : 
she was busy long before the other’s had wrung 
thtar joke dry. ‘ Soul of a cat ! ’ gruntdd Baldaesare 
between his teeth, ‘ wljat a rosy baggage it is ! ’ 
He waited a little longer, then deliberately passed 
the bridge, rounded the pillar by the steps, and 
went down to the women like q. man who has made 
up his mind. ‘Lisabetta of the roving eye caught 
the first hmt of his shadow. Her elbow to Nonna’s 
ribs, Nomia’s ‘ Fst ! ’ in Nina’s ear, spread the news. 
Vanna’s cheeks flew the 'flag. 

‘ Buon’ giorno, Ser Baldassare ! ’ shrilled La Tes- 
tolina, plump and black-eyed leader of mischief. 

‘ Giorno, giorno, La Testolina,’ growled the old 
man. 

Vanna, very busy, grew as red as a rose. The 
others knelt back on their heels compliments of a 
homely sort flew about, sped on by flashing teeth*. 
Baldassare’s own were black as old channel-posts in 
the lagoon, but in tongue-^work he gave as'sharp as 
h? got. Then a Wicked wind blew Vanna’s hair 
like a whip ac/oss her throat, fit to strangle her. 
She had to face the day. Balflassare pondered her 
straight young back. 

‘When Vanna’s a nun she’ll have no more 
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troubJfi with her hair,’ quoth La TestoJina, match- 
maker by race. 

' ‘When Vanna’s a nun the river will be dry,’ 
said Vanna from between her elbows. 

‘ When Vanna’s a nun the river, on the con- 
trary, will be in flood.’ This from Baldassare. 

‘Hey ! what’s this Caterina cried ; aitd ISTonna 
pinched her arm. 

»‘ Adige will go crying that she comes no more 
to dip her ar^ms,’ said the old man, with the utmost 
gravity and a broad grin. The women scre?^ed 
their delight, slapped their knees, or raised witness- 
ing hands to heaven : La Testolina caught Vanna 
round the waist, and gave her a resounding kiss. 

‘ Compliments,, my little Vanna, cor^ipliments ! ’ 
Her voice pealed like a trumpet. * 

‘Vi ringrazio, signore,’ said Vann^^ under her 
breath ; and La Testolina held up a tress of her 
long hair to the light. * 

‘ When Vanna’s a nun you would bid for that, 
eh, Baldassare ? ’ 

‘ I will bid for whatever she will sell me,’ says he, 
with a blink. Whereupon the matchmaker made 
no more music. The scent was too hot for that. 

Yet for all his adventuring he got little reward : 
^he turned him no more than the round of her 
cheek. Vanna never stayed her work, and he, 
ordinarily a silent man^ paid no more compliments 
— yet ceased^not to* look. ^ • 

Going up the street at dinner-time, he made his 
bid. He limped by the tall girl’s side without 
speech from either ; but at the door he looked up 
queerly at her and •pinched her ear. 
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‘ Go in and feed the youngsters,, my chucjc,’ said 
he ; ‘I know where to meet Don Urbano, and 
please , Madonna you shall feed your own before 
long.’. 

‘Yes, Ser Baldassare,’ says pretty Vanna in a 
twitter. 

The conference between the high contracting 
parjjles was wordy, bristled with the gesticulations 
o/ two pair of hands, and was commented on by all 
the guests in the ‘ Fiore del Marinajo.’ The girl, 
saicJ^Don Urbano, was the very pride of his eye, 
prop of his falling years, a little mother to the 
children. She had had a most pigus bringing-up, 
never missed the* Rosary, knew the Little Hours 
of the Virgin, could do sums ^with notches in a 
stick, market like a Jew’s housekeeper, sew like a 
nun, and lyake a stew against any wife in the con- 
trada. Dowry, dowry ! What did such a girl as 
that want with a dowry ? • She w^as her own dowry, 
by Bacchus the Thracian. Look at the shape of 
her — was that not a dowry } The work she could 
do, the pair of shoulders, the deep chest, the long 
legs she had — pick your dowry there, my friends ! 
A young woman of her sort carried her dowry on 
her back, in her two hands, in her mouth — ah ! 
and in what she could put into yours, by our Lopd* 
Rather, it should be the other way. What, now, 
was Ser Baldassare prepared to lay out updn such 
a piece of goods «Baldassafe shivered, grinned 
fearfully, and shook his head many times. Money 
was money ; it was limited ; it bore its value in 
plain figures upon its face : you. knew where you 
were with money. But you could get wives 
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cheaper than ducats, and find them cheaper value, 
soul ’of a cat! Besides, what was he? A poor 
pedlar, by his faith ! At this he spread .out his 
arms and dropped -them with a flop upon his. knees. 
The .priest sat back in his chair and cast appealing 
looks at the rafters ; the company chuckled, nudged 
each other, guffawed. Baldassarckwas myde to feel 
that he had over-coloured his case. Tru^, he 
adjnitted, he had a roof over his head, sharped 
fortune with the rats in that. But look at the 
thing reasonably, comrades. Vanna would make 
another to keep ; a girl of her inches must oe an 
eater, body of a dog ! Had his reverence thought 
of that? His reverence made "a supreme effort; 
held up one pudgy forefinger, and with the other 
marked off two joints of it. ‘ Of mortadella so 
much,’ he said ; ‘ of polenta so muc,h ’ — and he 
shut one fist ; ‘ of pasta so much ’ — and he coupled 
the two fists ; ‘ and of* wine, by the soul of the 
world, not enough to drown a flea I I tell you, 
Baldassare,’ he said finally, emboldened by the 
merchant’s growing doubt — ‘ I tell you that you 
ask of me a treasure which I would not part with 
for a cardinal’s hat. No, indeed ! Not to be 
Bishop of Verbna, throned and purfled on Can 
.Grande’s right hand, will I consent to traffic my 
Vanna. Eh, sangue di Sangue, because I am a man 
of the' Church must I cease to be a man of bowels, 
to have a yearning, *a tender spot here ? ’ , He 
prodded his cushioned ribs. ‘ Go you, Ser 
Baldassare Dardicozzo,’ he cried, rising grandly in 
his chair — ‘go, you; you have mistaken your 
man. The father .stands up superb in the curate’s 
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cassock, and points the door to the chafFerer of 
virgins ! ’ 

The; tavern-room, on Don Urbano’s side to a 
man, beat the tables with their glasses ; Baldassare 
had to surrender at discretion. The bai^ain, 
finally struck, was written out by an obliging 
notary on* the scoring-slate. In the name of the 
holy. and undivided Trinity, it was declared to all 
iT(pn living and to be born, that Baldassare Dardi- 
cozzo, merchant of Verona, was obliged to pay to 
the ^reverend father in God, Urbano, "curate .of 
Santa Toscana in the Borgo San Giorgio, the sum 
of sixty florins Veronese and two barrels of wine 
of Val Pulicella, ‘under condition that if within 
thirty days from those presents he did not lead in 
marriage Giovaima, daughter of the said reverend, 
he should bf bound to pay the sum of one hundred 
and twenty florins Veronese, and four barrels of 
wine of*Val Pulicella. • 

The notary executed a monstrous flourish at 
the bottom — a foliated cross rising out of steps. 
On the last step he wrote his own name, Bartolo 
de Thomasinis ; and then Baldassare, smiling as 
he should, but feeling as he should not, stuck his 
seal upon the swimming wax, and made a cross 
with the stile like the foundations of a spider’s web. 

The affair was thus concluded. Before the 
thirty days were up Vanna was taken to church 
by jier father, and mken Yrotn it by her new 
master. Within a week she appeared at the door- 
way of Baldassafe’s little shop, very pretty, very 
sedate, quite the housewife — to .sit there sewing 
and singing to herself from grey dawn to grey dusk. 



II 

t'ertium quid 

A YEAR passed, two years passed. Vanna was 
three-and -twenty, no rhore round but no less 
blooming in face and figure ; still a reedy, golden- 
haired girl. But Baldassare was fifty-seven, and 
there was no sign of issue. The ^leighbours, who 
had nudged each other at one season, whose heads 
had wagged as their winks flew aboi^t, now ac- 
cepted the sterile matings as of the order of things. 
Pretty Vanna, mother as she had been to her 
brothers and sisters, was to be a mother no more. 
There was talk of May and December. Baldassare 
was advised to lock up other treasure beside his 
florins ; some, indeed, of the opposite camp gave 
hints none too honest to the forlorn young wife. 
Tjhe Piazza Sant’ Anastasia at the falling-in of the 
day, for instance. Thus they put it. All girls — 
and what else was Vanna, a wife in name ? — walked 
there arm-in-arm.* Others ^walked there also, she 
must know. ' By-and-by some pretty lad, an archer, 
perhaps, from the palace, some roistering blade of 
a gentleman’s la<;key, a friar or twinkling monk 
out for a frolic, .came along with an ‘ Eh, la 

* 13 
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bellina ! ’ and then there was anotheir.arm at work. 
So, for one, whispered La Testolina, dipping a 
head full of confidence and mystery close to 
Vanna-^s as the girl sat working out the summer 
twilight. The Via Stella was narrow and gldbmy. 
The tall houses nearly met in that close way. 
Looking Vp, you saw the two jagged edges of the 
eavas, like great tattered wings spread towards 
each other. When the green sky of evening 
deepened to blue, and blue grew yiolet, these 
shad<»wing wings were always in advance, more 
densely dark. There it^was that Vanna worked 
incessantly, sewing seam after seam, patching, 
braiding, and fitting the pieces. By no chance at 
all did a hi.nt of the sun fall about her ; yet she 
always sang softly to herself, always wore her 
pretty fresh . colours, and still showed the gold 
sheen in her yellow hair. Her hair was put up 
now, pulled sm.oothly back over her temples ; she 
spoke in a low, sober, measured voice, and to La 
Testolina’s sly suggestions responded with a little 
blush, a little shake of the head, and a very little 
sigh. ‘ Ser Baldassare is good to me,’ she would 
say ; ‘ would you have me do him a wrong 
Last Friday he gave me a silver*piece to spend 
in whatsoever I chose. I bought a little holy- 
water stoup with a Gesulino upon it, bowered 
in roses. On Sunday morning he patte'd my 
cheek and called rile a good girj. To say 
nothing of the^many times he has pinched my 
ear, all this was very kind, as you must see. 
With what do you ask me to reward him 
Fie ! ’ La Testolina snorted, and shrugged her- 
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self aw^y. VaiMia went on with her sewing and 
her litde song — 

Giovanottiu, chc tc ne vai di fuora, 

Stattene allegro, e cosl vo* far io. 

Se ti trovassi qualche dama nuova, 

L’ha da saper che tua dama son io. 

So sang she, innocently enough, whose sweetheaart- 
ing lyent no farther than her artless lips. There, 
was not a spice of mischief in the girl. What she 
hadiold La^'lfestolina had been no more than^he 
truth ; Master Baldassare was good to her — better 
than you would have believed possible in such a 
crabbed old stub of a man. He’ was more of a 

father to her than ever Don Urbano had been to 

• • 

anything save his own belly ; but ifwas incontest- 
able that he was not father to anything else. That 
alone might have been a grievance for Vanna, but 
there is no evidence that* it was. Baldassare was 
by nature gruff, by habit close-fisted : like all such 
men, the more he felt the deeper he hoarded the 
thought under his ribs. The most he would ven- 
ture would be a hand on her hair and a grunt 
when she did well ; so sure as she looked up grate- 
fully at him the old man drew off, with puckered 
Bg^ws and jaws working together. He may have 
been ashamed of his weakness ; it is dead certain 
that no 'one in Verona, least of all Vanna herself, 
suspected him of any aflTectioi/for his young wifs. 
Mostly he was silent ; thus she became silent too 
whenever he was in the house. This was against 
nature, for by ordinary her little songs bubbled 
from her like a bird’*s. But to see him so glum 
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and staring within doors awed her*: she set a finger 
to her lips as she felt the tunc on her tongue, and 
went about her business mute. Baldassare would 
go abroad, stooping under his pack : she took her 
seat at the shop -door, threaded her needje, her 
fingers flew and her fancy with them. The spring 
of her niusic was touched, and all the neighbours 
gr£W to listen for the gentle cadences she made. 

^ So passed a year, so two years passed. V^nna 
was twenty-three, looking le^s, when along there 
ca^ie one morning a tall young friar, a Carmelite, 
by name Fra Battista, with a pair of brown dove’s 
eyes in his smooth face. These he lifted towards 
Vanna’s with an" air so timid and so penetrating, 
so delicate and hardy at once, that when he was 
gone it was to leave her with the falter of a verse 
in her mouth, two hot cheeks, and a quicker heart. 

This Fra Battista, by birth a Bergamask, ac- 
credited to the convent ^t Verona by reason of his 
parts as a preacher, was tall and shapely, like a 
spoilt pretty boy to look at, leggy, and soft in the 
palm. His frock set off this petted appearance — 
it gave you the idea of a pinafore on him. He 
did not look manly, was not manly by any means, 
and yet not so girlish but that' you could doubt 
his sex. His eyes, which, as I say, were soft as a 
dove’s pair, he was not fond of showing ; and this 
gave them the more searching appeal when he did. 
FJis mouth, full anci flesh;^ in the lips, had a lovely 
curve. He kept it very demure, and, when he 
spoke, spoke 'softly. This was a youilg man 
born to be Lancilotto to somfe, Ginevra or other ; 
and, to do him justice, he had had his share of 
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adventure in that sort at an early age. He had 
learned’ more out of Ovid than from the Fathers 
of Divinity, you may believe. Very popuhir he 
was in whatsoever convent he harboured, 'as a 
preacher famous all over Lombardy and the March, 
— in Bergamo, in Brescia, even as far as Mantua 
he had been heard of. The supertor at Verona 
did his best to spoil him by endearment, flattery, 
and indulgence ; but this was difficult, since he 
had been spoil^ already. 

He passed down the Via Stella morning a^ad 
evening for a week. Morning and evening his 
eyes encountered Vanna’s. The third evening he 
smiled at her, the fourth morning he saluted her ; 
the fifth evening he ^.topped and slipped in. a gentle 
word ; the first evening of the secbnd week he 
stopped again, and that night. La Testqlina being 
by, there was quite a little conversation. • 

La Testollna had black ^yes, a trim figure, and 
a way of wriggling which showed these to advan- 
tage. Fra Battista’s fame and the possibility of 
mischief set her flashing ; she led the talk and 
found him apt : it was not difficult to aim every 
word that it should go through and leave a dart 
in Vanna’s timid breast. The girl was so artless, 
yOq ^ould see her quiver, or feel her, at every 
shot. For instance, was his sanctity very much 
fatigued by yesterday’s sermon ? Ehy la bel/a 
predica ! What invocations of the saints, what* 
heart-groping, what reachings after the better 
parts of 'women ! It was some comfort to know 
that a woman had a* better part at all — -by the 
Saviour ! for their handling by men gave no hint 
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of it. Let Fra Beato — ah, pardon, Fra Battista 
she should have said — send some such arro'ws into 
men’s hides ! See them, for the gross-feeding, 
surl^, spend-all, take-all knaves that they were ! 
One or two she might name if she had a mind — 
ah ! one or two in this very city of Verona, in this 

very Street of the Star, who But there! 

V'dima must go and hear the Frate’s next sermon, 
she must indeed. And if she could take her old 

curm Pshutt ! What was she saying.? How 

sh’ ran on! She did indeed. Fra Battista, -lean- 
ing against the lintel, kept his eyelids on the droop, 
seemed to find his toes of interest. But now and 
again he would look delicately up, and so sure as 
he did the brown eyes and the grey seemed to 
swim towards each other, to melt in a point, swirl 
in an eddy of the feelings, in which Vanna found 
herself drowning and found such death sweet. 
La Testolina still rati on, but now in a monologue. 
Fra Battista looked and longed, and Vanna looked 
again and thrilled. It grew quite dark ; nothing 
of each other could they see and little know, until 
the friar put out his foot and found Vanna’s. A 
tremor, beginning at her heart, ran down to her 
toes ; Battista felt the flutter of it and was assured. 

When he left her that night he kissed hen cold 
hand, then La Testolina’s, which he found by no 
means cold, and moved off leisurely towards the 
Piazza dell’ Erbe. Neither woman spoke for a 
while : La Testolina was picking at her apron, 
Vanna sat quietly in the dark holding her heart. 
She was still in a tremble, so ridiculously moved 
that when her friend kissed her she burst out 
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crying.. La Testolina went nodding away ; and 
the end of the episode may be predicted. Not at 
one but at many sermons of the tall Carmelite did 
Vanna sit rapt ; not* for one but for every \iusk 
did he stoop to kiss her hand. All Verona saw 
her devotion, — all Verona, that is, but one old 
Veronese. The essence of comedy being'that; the 
spectators shall chuckle at actors in a fog, hare 
was a comedy indeed. 



Ill 

THE SEED OF DiSCORD 

When Vanna announced her condition the neigh- 
bours looked slyly at each other ; when her 
condition announced Vanna, they chattered ; the 
gossip sank to whispering behind the hand as time 
went on, and ceased altogether when the baby was 
born. That was a signal for heads to shake. 
Some piti^i'the father, many defended the mother : 
it did not depend upon your sex ; sides were 
taken freely and voices were shrill when neither 
was by. Down by the river especially, upon that 
bleached board below bridge, ci and si whistled 
like the wind in the chimneys, and the hands of 
testimony were as the aspen leaves when storms 
are in. Some took one side, some another ; but 
when, in due season, it was seen what inordinate 
pride Baldassare had in the black-eyed bambino^ 
there was no question of sides. He had ranked 
hipiself with the unforgivable party : the old man 
was an old fool, a gull whose power of swallow 
stirred disgusf. Vanna had the rights of It, they 
said ; such men were made to ^e tricked. As for 
Fra Battista’s pulpit, it was thronged about with 

20 
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upturned faces*; for those who had not been 
before went now to judge what they would have 
done under the circumstances. Having* been, 
there were no two ‘opinions about that. I^esser 
Gabride Arcangelo, some said, judging by the 
honey -tongue ; San Bastiano, others considered 
him, who went by his comely proportions ;• and 
these gained the day, since his beardless ftce 
and^friar’s frock* injluced the idea of innocence* 
which Sebastian’s virgin bloom also taught. The 
quality of liis sermons did not grow threa^are 
under this adventitious criticism : he kept a serene 
front, lost no authority, nor failed of any unction. 
There was always a file at his confessional ; and at 
Corpus Christi, when in the pageant he actually 
figured as Sebastian, his plump round limbs roped 
to a pine-stock drew tears from all eyes.* 

Unhappily you have to pay for your ’successes. 
There were other preachers in Verona, and other 
eloquent preachers, who, being honest men, had 
had to depend upon their eloquence. These were 
the enemy — Franciscans, of course, and Dominicans 
— who got wind of something amiss, and began to 
nose for a scandal. What they got gave them 
something besides eloquence to lean on : there were 
now* other sermons than young Fra Battista’s, and 
the moral his person pointed had a double edge. 
In fact, where he pointed with his person, the 
Dominicans ppinted with their sharp tongues. 
The bVanciscans, more homely, pointed with their 
fingers. Fra Battista began to be notorious — a 
thing widely differt!nt from fime ; he also began 
to be uncomfortable* and his superior with him. 
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They talked it over in the cloiscer, walking up 
and down together in the cool of the day. ‘ It 
has an ugly look, my dear,’ said the provincial ; 
‘ send the young woman to me.’ 

What of the young woman, meantime ? Let 
me tell the truth : motherhood became her so well 
that she was brazen from the very beginning. No 
delicacy, no pretty shame, no shrinking — she 
gloried in the growing fact. When she was 
brought to bed she made a quick recovery ; she 
insisted upon a devout churching, an elaborate 
christening of the doubtful son (whereat, if you 
will believe me, no other than Fra Battista himself 
must do the office !) ; thenceforth she was never 
seen without her bimbo. Whi'e she worked it lay 
at her feet or across her knee like a stout chrysalis ; 
the breast was ever at its service, pillow or fount ; 
when it slept she lifted up a finger or her grave 
eyes at the very passers-by ; her lips moulded a 
‘ Hush ! ’ at them lest they should dare disturb 
her young lord’s rest. The saucy jade ! Was 
ever such impudence in the world before It 
drew her, too, to old Baldassare in a remarkable 
way. This the neighbours — busy with sniffing — 
did not see. She had always had a sense of the 
sweet root under the rind, always purred at his 
stray grunts and pats, taking them by instinct for 
what they were really w,orth ; and now 'to watch 
his new delight filled her with .gratitude — and 
more, she fe't free to love the man. For one 
thing, it unlocked his lips j^nd hers. She could 
sing about the house since Cola had come — they 
had christened him after th6 ^ood Saint Nicholas 
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— because Master Baldassare was so talkative on 
his account. The old man sat at home whenever 
he could, in his shiny arm-chair, his cup of* black 
wine by his side, and* watched Vanna with the«baby 
by the. hour together, poring over every downward 
turn of her pretty head, every pass of her fingers, 
every little eager striving of the* suckiflg child. 
There were, indeed, no bounds to his content : .to 
be a, father — poor, old soul ! — seemed to him th^ 
most glorious j 30 sitioh in the world. Can Grande II. 
in the judgnaent-seat,the bishop stalled in his throne, 
the Holy Father himself in the golden chaml^ers 
of his castle at Avignon, Kad nothing to offer Ser 
Baldassare Dardicozzo, the old-cldthesman. 

Though the neighbours knew nothing of this 
inner peace, they could not deny that Monna 
Vanna, brazen or no, was mightily beco.me by her 
new dignity or (as you should say) indignity. She 
was more staid, more majestic ; but no less the tall, 
swaying, crowned girl she had ever been. She was 
seen, without doubt, for a splendid young woman. 
The heavy child seemed not to drag her down, nor 
the slant looks of respectable citizens, her neigh- 
bours, to lower her head. She met them with 
level eyes quite cflndid, and a smiling mouth to all 
appearance pure. When she found they would 
not discuss her riches she talked of theirs. When 
she found them over-satisfied with their children, 
she laughed quietly as* one who knew bettg’. 
This was a thing to take away a woman’s breath, 
that shfe should grow the more glorious for her 
shame. Party fe^fing had been stormy, like 
crossing tides, between those who held Baldassare 
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for a gull and those who resented Vanna’s unruffled 
brows. But now there was but one party. It was 
very well to hoodwink an old skinflint ; but, by 
the 'Mass, not honest to flaunt your methods in 
the world’s face. And since our own dignity is 
the skin upon which we rely for all our protection, 
while cdntempt for our neighbours is but a grease 
wp put upon it for its ease, it was self-defence 
,.which brought it about that the party against 
Vanna grew ominously large, while Baldassare 
gamed quite a host of sympathisers; The. girl 
was now shunned, ostentatiously, carefully shunned. ' 
Even La Testolina was shy of her. But, bless 
you, she saw nothing of it — or cared nothing. 
She chattered to her grossly,, deceived husband, 
went (nominally, you may be sure !) confessing to 
the grossly deceiving friar, she cooed to her baby, 
warbled her little songs, looked handsome, carried 
herself nobly, as if she were the Blessed Virgin 
herself, no less. This could not be endured : a 
thousand tongues were ready to shoot at her, and 
would have shot but for fear of old Baldassare’s 
grim member — reputed forked. While he was in 
the way, fat-headed fool, thei'e was no moral glow 
to be won by a timely word. The tongues lay 
itching; two or three barren women in the Via 
Stella were hoarding stones. 

Then, just about the time when the Y>rior of 
the Carmelites bid Fra ' Battista send him the 
young woman, Baldassare took the road for a 
round of chaffer which might keep him* out of 
Verona a week. The Via ^ella felt, and Fra 
Battista knew, that the chance had come. 



IV 

THE HARVEST OF LITTLE EASE 

C 

• • 

Verona, stormy centre of strife, whose scaft*ed 
grey face still wears a blush when viewed from the 
ramp of the Giusti garden, was in those times a 
place of short and little ease. The swords were 
never rusty. A warning clang fr©m the belfry, 
two or three harsh strokes, the tall houses dis- 
gorged, the streets packed ; Capul^et faced 
Montagu, Bevilacqua caught Ridolfi by the throat, 
and Della Scala sitting in his hall knew that he 
must do murder if he would live a prince. It 
seems odd that the suckling of a little shopkeeper 
should lead to such issues ; but so it was. And 
thus it was. 

On the morning of Baldassare’s setting-out for 
rfie . Mantuan road, La Testolina — at that time 
much and unhealthily in Fra Battista’s hire — came 
breathless to the Via Stella. Craning her quick 
head round the door-past, she saw Vanna sitting 
all in cool white (for the weather was at the top 
of summer), stooped over her batfy, happy and 
calm as always, anci* fingering her breast that she 
might give the little tyrant ease of his drink. 

25 
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That baby was a glutton. ‘ Hkt, Vanna, hist ! ’ 
La Testolina whispered ; and Vanna looked up at 
her with a guarded smile, as who should say, 
‘Speak softer, my dear, lest Cola should strangle 
in his swallow.’ 

But La Testolina’s eyes were like pin-points, 
cen}:rin^ all her alarms. 

, ‘You must come to the Carmelites, Vanna. 
^There is a great to-do. The warden o^ San 
Francesco has been to the Wshop, and the bishop 
is with Can Grande at this moment.* You must 
come, indeed, at once — subitissimo ! ’ 

Vanna laughed — the rich quiet laugh of a girl 
whose affairs are in good train, and all other affairs 
the scratch of a flea. 

‘ Why, what have I to do with the bishop and 
Can Grapde, La Testolina?’ says she. ‘My 
master is. out, and I must mind the shop. There 
is bab*y too.’ 

‘ By Saints Pan and Silvanus, my girl, it will be 
the worse for you if you come not,’ said La 
Testolina, with a tragic sniff. ‘ Eh, you little 
fool, don’t you know that it is you and your brat 
have set all Verona by the ears ? ’ 

Vanna had never thought of the ears of Verona, 
and knew not how to think of them now ; but jlle 
saw that her friend was in a fever of suppressed 
knowledge. Therefore she shawled her head and 
her baby in her s'ea-blue cloak, locked the shop- 
door, and followed La Testolina. 

The sealed gates in the white convent vfall were 
barred and double-locked. A*sfared brother cocked 
his eye through the grille to see who was there. 
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‘ It is she,’ hissed La Testolina. 

‘ Dio mio, the causa causans ! ’ cried he, and let 
them in through a cranny. ‘ Follow me, mistcesses, 
and God give good ending to this adventura,’ he 
prayed ^s he slippered up the court. 

Vanna, blank and smiling, La Testolina with 
wandering, fearful eyes, followed. . * 

They found the prior sitting well back in Ijis 
ebony chair and in meditation, his chin buried in^ 
his hand. Behind Him (and behind his back his 
hands) was* f'ra Corinto the pittanciar, pock- 
• marked, thin, and mortified. He looked ^he 
prior’s reproach, and was. 

‘ Now, women,’ said the pricfr, testily — a fat 
and flabby old man with a sour mouth — ‘ now, 
women, which of you is at the bottom of this 
accursed business ? Where is the baby_ Let me 
judge for myself.’ . 

La Testolina, protesting her remarkable’ inno- 
cence by every quiver of her head, edged Vanna to 
the front. Vanna stood up, straight as a candle, 
and unveiled her bosom. 

‘ Do you want to see my little son, reverend 
prior .^ ’ she said. ‘Behold him here [Ecco/oit).' 
She held him oul proudly in her arms, as if he 
^§re monstrance and she priest. 

Now, whether it was that motherhood had fired 
a comely girl with the beautiful seriousness of a 
woman, so that she was* transfigured before hint ; 
or whether some chance passage of the crossing 
lights jJlayed tricks with his vision— which it was, 
or whether it was both, I know not. He saw, or 
thought he saw, a tall, smiling lady, hooded in 
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blue over white, holding up a child ; he, saw, or 
thought for a moment that he saw, the linage of 
all Mothers displaying the Image of all Sons. 
His<'fingers pattered over his scapular. ‘ Eh, my 
Lady the Virgin ! What dost thou here, glorifying 
this place ? ’ As soon as he had said it he might 
have kiiown that he was a fool ; but Vanna’s large 
grey eyes loomed upon him to swallow him up, her 
^colour of faint rose glowed over‘him and throbbed. 
Vera incessu patuit dea ! ‘ By her presence ye shall 

judge her,’ quoth the prior to himself, and hid 
his^eyes. 

There was a hush upon all the group in the 
chamber, during which you could have heard afar 
ojff the nasal discords of th? brethren in choir 
droning through an office. No one spoke. The 
prior’s lips moved at his prayers ; Fra Corinto 
looked frowningly before him ; La Testolina was 
fidgety to speak, but d^red not ; Vanna, her long 
form like a ripple of moonlight in the dusk, cooed 
under her voice to the baby ; he, unheeding cause 
of so much strife in high places, held out his pair 
of puckered hands and crowed to the company. 
So with their thoughts : the prior thought he had 
seen the Holy Virgin ; Fra Corinto thought the 
prior an old fool ; La Testolina hoped his reverence 
had not the colic ; and Vanna thought of nothing 
at all. 

* Fra Corinto it was (looking not for Madonna 
in a baggage) who, by discreetly coughing, brought 
his master bac*k to his senses. The priof cleared 
his throat once or twice, looked at the young 
woman, and felt quite himseJf. Ridiculous what 
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tricks a flicker of sunlight will play on the wisest 
of men 1 

‘ Monna Vanna,’ said he, ‘ I have not brought 
you here to judge between you and my brother 
Battista,, now at discipline in his cell. The flesh, 
which he should have tamed, has raised, it appears, 
a bruised head for one last spite. My brother was 
bitten, and my brother fell into sin. Whether, as 
of old, the tempter' was the woman, it is sure that, 
as of old, the e^ter was a man. I will not condemn 
you wnheard* lest I incur reproach in my tur^. 
But our order is in peril ; the enemy is abroad, 
with Envy, Hatred, and Malice barking on their 
leashes. What can the poor sheep do but scatter 
before the wolves.? .Fra Battista, his penance duly 
done, must leave Verona ; and you, my sister, 
must do penance, that God be not mocked, nor 
the Veronese upraised to mock Him.’ • 

Of this solemn appeal, Vanna, to all seeming, 
understood not one word. True, she blushed a 
little, but that was because a prior was talking to 
her ; her honest grey eyes were quite untroubled, 
her smile as tender as ever. She spoke as one 
deprecating temerity — that she should speak at 
all to so great a 'man — and by no means any 
judgment. 

‘ I am only a poor girl, reverend prior,’ said 
she, ‘ most: ignorant and thick-witted. Pray, what 
have I and my baby to do with these high matters' 
of Fra Battista’s error ? ’ 

The prior grew angry. ‘ Tush, my woman,’ 
he grunted, ‘ I beg you to drop the artless. It is 
out of place here. Let me look at the youngster.’ 
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‘Yes, yes, mistress, let us sec the child,’ said 
Fra Corinto, who croaked like a nightingale in 
June.* 

Vanna moved forward on a light foot. ‘Will- 
ingly, reverend fathers,’ said she. ‘ He is a fine 
child, they all say, and reputed the image of his 
father.’ A su^^lime utterance, full of humoursome 
nsatter, if it had been a time for humours. 

But it was not. La Testolina could not con- 
tain her virtuous indignation— for \yho is so trans- 
cendently righteous as your rascal fof once ki the 
ri^t ? ^ * 

‘ Hey, woman ! ’ she cried shrilly, ‘ what gross- 
ness is this ? t)o you think the whole city don’t 
know about you ? ’ , 

Vanna turhed quivering. ‘ And what is it that 
the whole city knows but does not say, if you 
please ? ’• 

The prior wagged helplessly his hands. Like 
Pilate, he would have washed off the business if 
he could. He looked at the two women. Eh, 
by the Lord ! there would be a scene. But the 
whole thing was too impudent a fraud : there must 
be an end of it. He caught Fra Corinto’s ej^ 
and raised his brows. Fra Corinto was his jacl^ 
— here was his cue. He went swiftly to the "dpbr, 
set it open, came back and caught Vanna roughly 
by the shoulder. He turned her shocked face to 
•the open door, and his dry voice ^grated horribly 
upon her ears. 

‘ Out with you, piece ! ’ was what he ^id ; and 
Vanna reeled. • 

P'or a full minute she gaped at him for a mean- 
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ing ; hi§ face taught the force of his words only 
too well. She sobbed, threw up her high head, 
bent it, like Jesus, for the cross, and fled. 

The old porter leered by his open gates. ‘ He ! 
he ! They are all outside,’ he chuckled — ‘ Mag- 
pies and Dusty - hoods, Parvuses, Minors and 
Minims, Benets, and Austins, every cowl in Verona ! 
Come along, my handsome girl, you must move 
briskigh this day ! ’• 

She heard ,the ho'arse muttering of the men, 
and, • a worse poison for good ears, the shrill 
*venom of the women. Out of the gates "she 
blindly went, and all the pack opened their music 
upon her. Stones flew, but words* flew faster and 
stuck more deep. . The mob, as she bjundered 
through the streets, shuffling, gasping', stumbling at 
her caught gown, dry-eyed, open-moutbed, pant- 
ing her terror, her bewilderment, her shame and 
amaze — the mob, 1 say, dizzied about her like a 
cloud of wasps ; yet they had in them what wasps 
have not — voices primed by hatred to bay her 
mad. There was no longer any doubt for her : 
the pittanciar’s word (which had not been ‘ piece ’) 
was tossed from pavement to pavement, from 
balcony to balcony, out at every open door, shot 
like slops from every leaning casement, and hissed 
in her ears as it flew. It was a mad race. The 
Franciscans tucked up their frocks and discarded 
stones, that they might run and shout the more 
freely. The Dominicans soon tired : their end 
was served. The cloistered orders were out of 
condition ; the seetdar clergy came to weary of 
what was, after all, but a matter for the mendi- 
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cants. The common people, hewever, had the 
game well In hand. They headed her ofF the 
narrow streets, where safety might have been, and 
kept her to the Lung’ Adige.- Round the great S 
the river makes she battled her blind way,^ trying 
for nothing, with wits for nothing, without hope, 
or junderstandmg, or thought. She ran, a hunted 
w.oman, straight before her, and at last shook off 
, the last of her pursuers by San “Zeno. Stunjbling 
headlong into a little pine-w6od beyond the gates, 
she fell, swooned, and forgot. • r 

'it was near dark when she opened her loaded*' 
eyes — that is, there was no moon, but a great con- 
course of stars^ which kept the night as a long 
time of jiusk. The baby was, awake too, groping 
for food and ’whimperings a little. She sat up to 
supply hifii : though in that act her brain swam, 
it is probable the duty saved her. Fearing to 
faint again, she dared nbt allow herself to think — 
for children must be fed though their mothers are 
stoned from the gates. Vanna nursed him till he 
dropped asleep, and sat on with her thoughts and 
troubles. Happily for her, he had turned these 
to other roads than the Lung’ Adige. She knew 
that If he was to be fed again she must feed also. 



V 

THE MIRACLE'OF THE PEACH-TREE 

• 

Directly you were outside the Porta San Z^ho 
the peach-trees began — acre*by acre of bent trunks, 
whose long branches, tied at the tbp, took shapes 
of blown candle- flames : beyond these ^was an 
open waste of bents and juniper ^crub, which 
afforded certain eatage for goats. ^ 

Here three herd-boys, Luca, Biagio, and As- 
torre, simple, brown -skinned souls, watched their 
flocks all the summer night, sleeping, waking to 
play pranks on each other, whining endless dog- 
gerel, praying at every scare, and swearing at 
every reassurance. Simple, puppyish folk though 
they were, Madonna of the Peach-Tree chose them 
to witness her epiphany. 

►It. was a very still night, of wonderful star- 
shine, but without a moon. The stars were so 
thickly spread, so clear and hot, that there was 
light enough for the lads \o see each other’s faces,, 
the rough shap*es of each other. It was light 
enough t?o notice how the square bflfry of San 
Zeno cut a wedge of^ Mack into the spangled blue 
vault. Sheer through, the Milky Way it ploughed 
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a broad furrow, which ended ia a ragged edge. 
You would never have seen that if it had not 
been>a clear night. 

Still also it was. You heard the cropping of 
the goats, the jaws’ champ when they chewed the 
crisp leaves ; the flicker of the bats’ wings. In 
th? marsh, half a mile away, the chorus of frogs, 
when it swelled up, drowned all nearer noise ; 
but when it broke off suddenly, those others 
resumed their hold upon the stillness. It was a 
breathless night of suspense. Anything might 
happen on such a night. 

Luca, Biagio, and Astorre, under the spell of 
this marvellous night, lay on their stomachs alert 
for alarms. A heavy -wheeling, white owl had 
come by with a swish, and Biagio had called aloud 
to Madqnna in his agony. Astorre had crossed 
himself over and over again ; this was the Angel 
of Death cruising abroad on the hunt for goats or 
goat-herds ; but ‘ No, no ! ’ cried Luca, eldest of 
the three, ‘ the wings are too short, friends. That 
is a flufiy new soul just let loose. She knows not 
the way, you see. Let us pray for her. There 
are devils abroad on such close nights as this.’ 

Pray they did, with a will, ‘ Ave Maria,’ ‘ O 
maris Stella,’ and half the Paternoster, when Biagio 
burst into a guffaw, and gave Luca a push which 
sent Astorre down. 

‘ Why, ’tis only a screech-owl, you fools ! ’ he 
cried, though the sound of his own voice made 
him falter ; ‘ an old mouse-teaser,’ he went on in 
a much lower voice. ‘ Who’s afraid ? ’ 

A black-and-white cat making a pounce had 
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him falter ; ‘an old mouse-teaser,’ he went on in 
a much lower voice. ‘ Who’s afraid ? ’ 

A black-and-white cat making a pounce had 



V ^ADONNA OF THE PEACH-TREE 35 

sent hearts to_ •mouths after this : though they 
found her out before they had got to ‘ Dominus 
tecum,’ she left them all in a quiver. It had been 
a cat, but it might have been the devil. Then, 
before tjie bristles had folded down on their backs, 
they rose up again, and the hair of th^r heads 
became rigid as quills. Over the brow of a little 
hill, through the peach-trees (which bowed their 
spiry Jieads to her* as she walked), came quietly a « 
tall white Lady in a* dark cloak. Hey ! powers 
of earth and air, but this was not to be doubted ! 
"Evenly forward she came, without a footfall, wfth- 
out a rustle or the crackling of a twig, without so 
much as kneeing her skirt — stood* before them so 
nearly that they saw, the pale oval of her ^ce, and 
said in a voice like a mqffled bell, ‘ I am hungry, 
my friends ; have you any meat ’ 3he had a 
face like the moon, and great round eyes*; within 
her cloak, on the bosom of her white dress, she 
held a man-child. He, they passed their sacred 
word, lifted in his mother’s arms and turned 
open-handed towards them. Luca, Biagio, and 
Astorre, goat-herds all and honest lads, fell on 
their faces with one accord ; with one voice they 
cried, ‘ Madonna, ‘Madonna, Madonna! pray for 
uS*§iHners ! ’ 

But again the Lady spoke in her gentle tones. 

‘ I am Very hungry, and my child is hungry. 
Have you nothing to gfve me ? ’ So then Luca 
kicked the prone Biagio, and Biagio’s heel nicked 
Astorre on the shin. But it was Luca, as became 
the eldest, who got jap first, all the same ; and as 
soon as he was on his feet the others followed 
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him. Luca took his cap off, Biagio saw , the act 
and followed it. Astorre, who dared not 'lift his 
eyes, “and was so busy making crosses on himself 
that he had no hands to spare, kept his on till 
Luca nudged Biagio, and Biagio cuffed him soundly, 
saying, ‘Uncover, cow-face.’ 

Then Luc* on his knees made an offering of 
cheese and black bread to the Lady. They saw 
the gleam of her white hand as she stretched it 
out to take the victual. The hand shone like 
agate in the dark. They saw her- eat, sitting 
very straight and noble upon a tussock of bents/ 
Astorre whispered to Biagio, Biagio consulted with 
Luca for a few' anxious moments, and communi- 
cated again with Astorre. Astorre jumped up 
and scuttled ‘away into t;he dark. Presently he 
came back, bearing something in his two hands. 
The three shock-heads inspected his burden ; there 
was much whispering, “Some contention, almost a 
scuffle. The truth was, that Biagio wanted to 
take the thing from Astorre, and that Luca would 
not allow it. Luca was the eldest, and wanted to 
take it himself. Astorre was in tears. ‘ Cristo 
amove ! ’ he blubbered, ‘ you will spill the milk 
between you. I thought of it all by myself. Let 
go, Biagio ; let go, Luca ! ’ So they whispt^rtd 
and tussled, pulling three different ways. The 
Lady’s voice broke over them like silver rain. 
i Let him who thought "'of the kind act give me 
the milk,’ she said ; so young Astorre on his 
knees handed her the horn cup, and through the 
cracks of his fingers watched her drink every 
drop. 
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That done, ‘the cup returned with a smile 
piercingly sweet, the Lady rose. Saints on thrones, 
how tall she was ! ‘ The bimbo will thanlc you 

for this to-morrow, as I do now,’ said she. ‘ (jood 
night, my friends, and may the good God have 
mercy upon all souls ! ’ She turned to go the 
way she had come, but Astorre, cohering his eyes 
with one hand, crept forward on three legs ("as 
you might say) aiid plucked the hem of her robe* 
up, and kissed it. She stooped to lay a hand 
upon his head. ‘Never kiss my robe, Astojre,’ 
“said she — and how under, heaven did she know 
his name if she were not what sf^e was ? — ‘ never 
kiss my robe, but get up and let me kiss you.’ 
Well of Truth ! to.think of it ! Up gets*Astorre, 
shaking like a nun in* a fit, and the Lady bent 
over him and, as sure as you are you, kissed his 
forehead. Astorre told his village next day a^ they 
sat round him in a ring, and he on the well-head 
as plain to be seen as this paper, that he felt at 
that moment as if two rose-leaves had dropped 
from heaven upon his forehead. Slowly then, 
very slowly and smoothly (as they report), did 
the Lady move ^away towards the peach-trees 
whence she had come. In the half light there 
was-^for by this it was the hour before dawn — 
they saw her take a peach from one of the trees. 
She stayed to eat it. Then she walked over the 
crest of the orchard and disappeared. As soon a% 
they dared, when the light had come, they looked 
for her bver that samf crest, but could see nothing 
whatever. With pale, serious faces the three 
youths regarded each other. There was no 
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doubt as to what had happened— a miracle! a 
miracle ! 

With one consent then — since this was plainly 
a Church affair — they ran to their parish priest, 
Don Gasparo. He got the whole story "at last ; 
nothing' could shake them ; no detail was want- 
ing". Thus it was : the Blessed Virgin, carrying 
iri her arms the Santissimo Bambino Gesu, had 
come through the peach - trees, asked fof and 
eaten of their food, prayed for them aloud to 
Messer Domeneddio himself, and kissed As‘torre^ 
on the forehead. As. they were on their knees, 
she walked away, stopped, took a peach, ate it, 
walked on, vanished — ecco ! The curate rubbed 
his head, and tried another boy. Useless : the 
story was the same. Thifd boy, same story. He 
tucked iTp his cassock with decision, took his 
birett-a and walking-staff, and said to the three 
goat-herds — 

‘ My lads, all this is matter of miracle. I do 
not deny its truth — God forbid it in a simple man 
such as I am. But I do certainly ask you to lead 
me to the scene of your labours.’ 

The boys needed no second, asking : off they 
all set. The curate went over every inch of the 
ground. Here lay Luca, Biagio, and Astoi're ; 
the belfry of San Zeno was in such at\d such a 
direction, the peach-trees in such and such. Good : 
there they were. What next ? • According to 
their account. Madonna had come thus ajid thus. 
The good curate bundled oft to spy for footprints 
in the orchard. Marvel ! thefe were none. This 
made him look very grave*;, for if she made no 
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earthly footprints she could have no earthly feet. 
Next He must see by what way she had gone. 
She left them kneeling here, said they, ‘went 
towards the peach-garden, stayed by a certain* tree 
(which •they pointed out), plucked a peach from 
the very top of it — this they swore to-*-though 
the tree was near fourteen feet high — stood while 
she ate it, and went over the brow of the rising 
ground. Here was detail enough, it is to be» 
hoped. The • curate nosed it out like a slot- 
houifd ; he ’ paced the track himself from the 
’scrub to the peach-tree, and stood under this last 
gazing to its top, from there tp its roots ; he 
shook his head many times, stroked his chin a 
few ; then with a broken cry he made » pounce 
and picked up — a peach-stone ! After this to 
doubt would have been childish ; as a fact he had 
no more doubt than the boys. 

‘ My children,’ said he, ‘ we are here face to 
face with a great mystery. It is plain that Messer 
Domeneddio hath designs upon this hamlet, of 
which we. His worms, have no conception. You, 
my dear sons, He hath chosen to be workers for 
His purpose, whiph we cannot be very far wrong 
in supposing to be the building of an oratory or 
taWfnacle to hold this unspeakable relic. That 
erection must be our immediate anxious care. 
Meantime I will place tl\e relic in the pyx of our 
Lady’s altar, and mark the day in our calendar fcfr 
perpetual remembrance, I shall not fail to com- 
municate with his Jioliness the bishop. Who 
knows what may be the end of this ’ 

He was as good* as his word. A procession 
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was formed in no time — children carrying their 
rosaries and bunches of flowers, three banners, the 
whole village with a candle apiece ; next Luca, 
Bia^io, and Astorre with larger candles — half a 
pound weight each at the least ; then foun men to 
hold up a canopy, below which came the good 
curate himself with the relic on a cushion, 
c It was deposited with great reverence in the 
place devoted, having been drenched with incense. 
There was a solemn mass." After which things 
the curate thought himself at liberty 'to ruffle into 
Vei^ona with his news. 



VI 

THE VlSITATIOtf OF THE GOLDEN FISH 

• 

•When a beast of chase — hart-royal, bear, or wolf 
— has been bayed and broken up, the least worthy 
parts are thrown to the curs which always come in 
at the heels of the pack. So it is with a kingly 
seat : the best of the meats, after the grea*t officers 
of the household have feasted, go to the dependants 
of these ; the peelings and guttings, the*^cum and 
scour of the broth, are flung farther, to the parasites 
of the parasites, the ticks on ticks* backs. Round 
about the Castle of Verona, where Can Grande II. 
misused the justice which his forefathers had set 
up, lay the houses of his courtiers ; beyond them 
the lodgings of the grooms ; beyond them again, 
down to the river’s brink, were the stews and 
cabins and unholy dens, whose office was to be 
lower than the lowest, that there might still be 
degrees for the gentlemen of gentlemen’s gentle- 
men. And since even cockroaches must drink, iji 
this fungus-bed of misery there flourished a rather 
infamous tavern by the sale of vino flostrano^ black 
and sour, of certain^ sfausages, black also and name- 
less, speckled with white lumps, and of other wares 

4 ^ 
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which to n^tne were to expose .^ . This was the 
tavern of the Golden Fish. 

Oh the evening of the day of the Translation of 
the Peach-stone, this tavern was full to suffocation. 
Stefano, the purple-faced host, in shirt and breeches, 
stood dealing the liquor from a tub. Two outlaws 
lay- under the' benches, partly for fear of a visit 
from the watch, partly because, having already 
. fallen there once, they feared to fall there ‘again 
if they rose. In one hand each held his knife, in 
the other his empty mug. Two ladies* intimates of 
theirs, Robaccia and Crucciacorda, sat immediately 
above them, with petticoats ready to make ambush 
the moment a staff should rattle at the door; round 
the table half a dozen shabby nogues bickered over 
their cards. ' Picagente, .the hairy brigand, lay 
snoring across the threshold, and his dog on him ; 
on a. barrel in a corner a gigantic shepherd in 
leather, with bandaged legs and a patch over 
one eye, shut the other eye while he roared a 
hymn to Bacchus at the top stretch of his lungs. 
The oil -lamp flickered, flared, and gloomed, 
half drowned in the fumes of wine. A smell 
of wicked bodies, foul clothes, drink, and bad 
language made the air well-nigh solid. The hour 
was at the stroke of ten ; outside the sfrtets 
seemed asleep. 

In the middle of the^ uproar Stefano the host 
looked up sharply, listening. 

‘ Stop yoyr devil’s ferment, Malabocca ! ’ he 
thundered at the shepherd stop it, or Til split 
your crown.’ 
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‘ 33cco trionfante, 

* Amante e spumante, 

Evviva r ubbriacchezza ! * • 

roared Malabocca, screwing up his eye. 

Stefano brought down a mug full of wine upon 
his pate, which gave him a red baptism. ’ 

‘ Mum, you blockhead, mum ! ’* said his host. 

‘ There is a stir outside the door I tell you ! ’ 

The shepherd grew sober in a moment. 

There was *a. briel^ scramble in the room — then 
silenie. Th’e ladies’ petticoats went farther than 
"they were ever intended tQ go ; Picagente rolled 
over and over till he reached cpver under the 
table ; the cards were hidden, all the players’ heads 
buried in their elbows. Stefano blew^out the light. 
Then they heard distijvstly a fluttering knock at 
the door, timid but continuous. > 

Feigning a yawn, Stefano growled, ‘ Who’s there 
at this hour ? ’ 

The answer came in a woman’s voice, saying, 
‘Open, open, in the name of high God.’ 

It brought every head into the air again, but 
hushed every breath. 

The shepherd. broke the silence with a groan, 
brought his hand splashing on to his wet head, 
th(m* fell to his knees and began to confess his 
sins. 

‘ My fault, my fault, piy exceeding great fault ! 
O Mary ! O Jesus ! O nohis peccatoribus ! ’ * 

Thus the shepherd, voicing the suspicions of the 
rest. So he became fheir prophet as well as their 
priest. He towered In the room. 

‘ I tell you, comrades, that the hour of our 
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visitation is come. Not Can 'Grande and his 
hounds are hunting us this night ; not the tumbril, 
the branding-irons, nor the cart s tail, are for us ; 
but "’the pains of death, the* fire eternal, the un- 
tirabJe worm, the trumpet of the Last ^fhings ! 
Who Coynes knocking in high God’s name ? Who 
saith ‘‘ Open ”*? — I will tell you : it is She who last 
night lit upon my village and my own sister’s son. 
Eh ! bodies of all dogs, what ‘will become ^of us 
sinners ? ’ Here the shepherd bea/. the drum of 
his breast as a signal before he fell flat on thelHoor. 

Yrom behind his wailful voice the gentle knock-* 
ing was heard running on. It had never ceased ; 
it was insistent! Crossing himself desperately, 
Stefano.slid back the bolts,, then paused, then 
turned the key, then paused again to breathe hard, 
his hand* upon the latch. He threw his head 
forward *with a gesture of abandonment to what 
must be, flung wide th^ door, and dropped upon 
his two knees. 

Against a mild radiance, softer than any lamp 
could shed, was a tall shrouded woman’s figure. 
They saw the round of her cloaked head, they saw 
the white stream of her under-robe run from a 
peak at her bosom in a broadening path to her 
feet. They saw the pure grey moon of her ‘face, 
guessed by the dark rings where her eyes should 
be, watched with quicker awe the slow movement 
of her arms, lifted their own to*what she held 
up, and to the running under-current of the two 
sobbing drabs muttered in ^one voice their re- 
membered adoration. • 

The tall shepherd rose up by the help of the 
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table, swayed and spoke. No one knew his voice 
again, hollow as it was like the sea-grumbie. 

‘ O Holiest, O Rose, O Stem of Sharon, O 
Tree of Carmel ! ’ said he. ‘ What wouldest thou 
with us pinners.'* ’ 

And the woman at the door said, ‘ My, friends, 

I have no roof to my head ; will you take me in ?, I 
am hungry ; have you no meat for my child and me?’ 

Tlje host in Stefano jogged the sinner to speak. ^ 
‘ Surely, surely, sweet Lady ! Surely, surely. I 
entreat your< Graciousness to enter, to step in, to 
accommodate, to sit down, to be pleased to ' be 

easy, to — tO' — to ’ inspiration failed him — ‘ to 

sit down, in short,’ was his lame conclusion. His 
sweat (as he said next day) would have blinded 
any other man. 

Through the backing ranks of the scared com- 
pany — Robaccia leaning face to the wall,, sobbing 
her heart out ; Picagente, the hairy brigand, 
breathing short and hard ; the shepherd, glorified, 
exalted, bursting with prophecy ; two thieves at 
their prayers and a wanton taking the words from 
them, — through such an assembly the Lady of the 
Peach-Tree (who else, pray .?) walked to the table. 
A soft grey light ‘from without filled the room; 
the^e^was no need of a lamp, nor did any eye then 
on watch fail to see all that followed. Bread and 
wine were served by Stefano on bent knee ; bread 
and wine (but sparingly) did the Lady eat from, 
cup and platter. That cup, that platter, encased 
in gold leaves and crusted with turquoise, are to 
this day in the Tredsury. Crutches have been 
cast before them, hearts innumerable burn about 
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them. When she had finished, she sat a little 
while with her white cheek against her hand, 
whispering words in an unknown tongue (they 
said} who knew no baby language) to the child 
on her lap. He lifted up a little hand, apd, ‘ Eh, 
my son, my son,’ she said, ‘ wilt thou take of 
me ? ’ Then .she gave him the breast, while not 
a^soul said anything but prayers for half an hour. 

When the child slept the Lady folded yp her 
dress, covered him with her cloak, and rose up in 
their midst. . • 

* Only the poor love the poor,’ said she, in those 
low tones which all Verona came to know by heart, 

‘ and only they’who have little to eat give to them 
that have less. My little son will bless you for 
your charity *, and I, good friends, will pray my 
Master to reward you wTien He comes. Addio^ 
addio, be with God.’ 

Then she would have gone and left them 
crying, had not Robaccia, the blowsy wench and 
good-for-naught, wailed aloud and caught her by 
the knees. 

‘ Mother, mother, mother ! ’ whimpered this 
hardy rascal, ‘ bless me a little more than the 
others, a very little more ! I im bad — eh, God, 

I am vile enough ! — but I will never let thee;*go 
save thou kiss me.’ 

You could have heard the roomful ’of them 
fatch breath together. * Crucciacprda, the other 
woman, laughed horribly ; the shepherd made a 
step forward to drag the slut away. But no ! 
The light seemed to swell aTijJ grow towards that 
point where it threatens to be music, so charged 
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with messages it js — it came undoubtedly from the 
heart of the Lady through her smile. For smile 
she did, as sweetly, as tenderly, as a breaking 
cloud. The sun of .her smile was like a dean 
breath in the stivy den ; and, behold, she took 
Robaccia by the hand and lifted her up., she en- 
circled her with a mothering arm,, and drew her 
close to her own breast. Her lips touched the 
bad girl’s cheek, lingered for a moment there, 
wistfully withdrew ; and Madonna of the Peach- 
tree, none st?ymg her now, went out into the dead 
street, and was seen no more of that company. • 

The sun at noon looked down upon Verona at 
peace, upon her citizens at their prayers. Never 
was such a scene in the stormy little city before. 
All the bells of all the churches pealed all day — 
with no lack of arms to pull them. Men and 
women ran to and fro kissing whom they met, 
with a ‘Save you, brother,!’ ‘Save you, sister! 
well met, well met ! ’ The Grey Brethren, the 
Black Brethren, the White Brethren of Carmel, 
held hands, and confessed to each other as many 
sins as they had time to remember. Can Grande 
went unarmed about his own city, Bevilacqua 
unbarred his door, Giusti married his mistress, 
the’^bishop said his prayers. The cripples at the 
church doors had no need to whine. As for the 
tavern of ‘the Golden Fish, it smelt of lavender and 
musk and bergamot the* day through. At one, 
time there were eight litters with their bearers, 
eleven stallions, trapped and emblazohied, held by 
eleven grooms in l^v^ry, outside its door. The 
ladies of the litters were in the room upon their 
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knees ; the knights of the horses, their great 
helmets on their backs, knelt in the kennel pray- 
ing devoutly. The wail of ‘ Dies Iraj ’ went 
dowm the Corso and up again, ‘ Salve Regina ’ 
wavered over the sunny spaces of the Bra., In the 
amphithf.atre, after an open-air mass, the Cardinal- 
Legate solemnly exposed the relics of last night’s 
miracle, and a bodyguard of twenty noble youths, 
six chaplains, and a Benedictine abbot went Jto the 
suburb to escort into the city the curate with the 
Peach-stone. It was a glorious day^ never to be 
forgotten in the annals of Verona. Charity and 
the open heart went side by side with compunction 
and the searchihg of the heart. Tears were shed 
and kissed away ; kisses induced the fall of gentler 
tears. It might be stoutly questioned whether 
Verona held one unshriven soul, one sin unspoken, 
or one solace unawarded. 

If might be reasonably questioned, yet it must 
be denied. Within the walls of the friars of 
Mount Carmel were two uneasy spirits. Fra 
Sulpicio, the fat prior, was extended face down- 
wards before the high altar ; Fra Battista, the 
eloquent preacher, chewed his thumb in his cell. 
The pittanciar, on the other "hand, was of the 
common mind. He was ambling down the .Via 
Leoni with Brother Patricio of the Franciscans on 
one arm and Brother Martino of the Dominicans 
on the other, singing * In Exitu Israel ’ like a 
choir-boy. But the prior, who had half believed 
before, was sobbing his contrition into tke pave- 
ment, and Fra Battista was Toging faith in himself, 
the only faith he had. 



VII 

LAST CONSI^ERATfONS OF CAN GRANDE II. 

You are not to suppose that the spectacle* of 
Verona garbed in a gown*of innocence, singing 
hymns and weaving chaplets of lilies, was to go 
unnoticed by the riiling power. Can Grande II. 
was lord of Verona, a ipost atrocious rascal, and 
one of many ; but, like his famous ancestor and 
namesake, he had a gibing tongue, whrich^ was 
evidence of a scrutiny tolefably cool of the shifts 
of human nature. Human nature, he had ob- 
served, must needs account to itself for itself. If 
it met with what it did not understand, it was 
prompt to state the problem in a phrase which 
could not be explained. The simplicity of the 
plan was as little to be denied as its convenience 
was\obvious. It was thus that Can Grande II. 
understood the emotions of Verona ; it was thus, 
indeed, that he himself, confronted with state- 
ments and an e;cplanation which did not satisfy* 
him, accounted to himself like any mother’s son 
of his lieges. He explained their explanation, 
but only by anotheu niexplicable formula. The 
energy with which he expounded his own view to 

E 
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those about him betrayed, perfi,aps, a lurking 
uneasiness in the burly tyrant. 

‘ Pooh, my good lord,’ said he to the bishop, 
who* had come full of the day’s doings and night’s 
report, ‘don’t you know your own flock better 
than this.? Did you ever hear a man with a 
broken limb attribute his mishap to other than 
Domeneddio ? However drunk he may have 
been, however absurdly in a hurry — act of .God ! 
If it thunder and lighten df a supimer night, if 
it turn the milk — a judgment ! Luckily Mon- 
sighore has broad shoulders by ail accounts ; pet 
Bacco ! — He had need. Now then, look at this 
case. A belated woman with a baby stumbles 
upon a.company of shepherds,ulJ in the twittering 
dark. Hearts jump to piouths, flesh creeps, hairs 
stand tiptoe — Madonna, of course ! Whom else 
could they call her, pray ? They don’t know the 
woman : name her th€y must. Well ! Who is 
there they don’t know whose name comes readiest 
to the tongue ? Madonna, of course. Good : 
Ecee Madonna ! ’ 

This was very comfortably reasoned, but the 
bishop shook his head. ‘ It was not a brace of 
goat-herds last night. Excellency, but a roomful 
of brigands and their trulls in the Golden* 6 ish. 
The worst company in Verona, Excellency — the 
most brazen, the most case-hardened. ' But the 
story is the same from their mouths as from the 
lads’ ; not a detail is wanting ; not one point 
gives the lie to another. Excellency, T would 
bow to your wit in any case. but this. The affair 
is inexplicable short of a miracle.’ 
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Can Grande knit his black brows ; he objected 
to be crossed, and the more so when he had a 
sneaking thought that he was rightly crossed.* 

‘ I should like to see my Lady this night tvith 
my ownjeyes, bishop,’ said he. 

‘ Hey, Excellency,’ cried the other, ‘ there are 
many devout souls in the same case.’. , 

Can Grande pished. ‘ Devout jellyfish,’ he 
grunted ; and theli — ‘ She seems to haunt one 
quarter, eh ? ’ • 

‘ P is so. Excellency, save that yesterday she 
must have passed through the Porta San Zfino 
unseen of the guard.’ 

‘ Have you interrogated the gurfrd ? ’ asked the 
tyrant, sharply. 

‘ It was done. Highness. Nothing entered 
between Compline and Prime but a cpuple of 
bullock-carts and a c.ivalcade of merchants from 
Brescia.’ • 

‘ What was in the bullock-carts, bishop ? ’ 

‘ Birch-bark, Excellency, for the yards.’ 

‘H’m ! ’ was all Can Grande had to say to this. 
He changed the conversation. ‘ I have had the 
warden of the Minorites and the provincial of the 
Dominicans here fhis morning,’ he said, ‘ about 
tha?,accursed business of the rag-picker’s wife. It 
is another example of what I told you just now, 
that these* people attribute what they cannot under- 
stand to persons they can (?nly dream about. They, 
put down the whole of your miracles to a special 
reward f®r their zeal in hounding down the Car- 
melite and his mistress*. They want the order ex- 
pelled ; I think they would like the house razed 
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and the church washed out with^ holy water, or 
Fra Battista’s blood — the latter for choice.- Now, 
I cafinot pull down religious houses, lord of 
Verdna though I he, because- a herd of frightened 
peasants have gone capering over the city , singing, 
Salve festa dies.’’ I must really do the parties 
the honour of an interview before I draw the 
sword. Let me be sure which back I am going 
to score before I begin to carv6. You hadjbetter 
bring the prior and Fra Landillotto-^Battista to me, 
and if you can collect the young wotiian and her 
brat, so much the better.’ 

‘Alas ! Excellency,*! fear the young woman is 
in pieces,’ said the bishop. ‘She has never been 
heard of since the day of her ejxpulsion.’ 

The advice, however, was good, the judgment 
good enough ; but before it could be followed a 
stroke more telling than any Can Grande’s sword 
could have made was Wrought by Madonna of the 
Peach-Tree. 

On the night of that same day Can Grande was 
sitting in the palace with two chosen companions 
as dare-devil as himself, waiting the hour of an 
assignation. It was about ten o’clock: at half- 
past the hour they were to go out cloaked into the 
streets, bent upon the lifting of a decent burgess’s 
wife from her bed. Hence they were not in the 
castle, which is near San Zeno, but in the Della 
Scala Palace, in the very heart of^ the city. The 
two accomplices were Baldo Baldinanza, a grey 
villain, and young Francesco della Rocca Rossa. 
All three were armed with * swords and daggers ; 
the cloaks lay with the masks on the table. A 
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servant came to* the door, knocked, and waited. 
Can Grande, who (to be just) feared no eye .upon 
his goings, shouted him into the room. , 

‘Well, son of a pig,’ was his greeting, ‘and 
what is ft now ? ’ 

The felJow, whose teeth chattered in nis head, 
announced a veiled lady, very tall, who would ftot 
be denied. Baldinanza, grizzled and scarred 3 s 
he wa%, took a quick breath and glanced at Rocca 
Rossa. The younger man was at no pains to 
conceal his emotions. His face ran the gatput 
from white to red, from red back again to white. 
It ended ashen. Neither looked at his master. 

‘ Let her in,’ said Can Grande ; and each 
noticed how laboriously he spoke. 

The servant turned ‘to obey : there in the 
doorway stood the Lady. • 

Tall enough she was, her head seemingly about 
a foot from the cross-beam of the door. She was 
cloaked from crown to foot ; nothing but the oval 
of her face, colourless white with lips very wan, 
and a droop to them inexpressibly sad, showed out 
of the dark column she made. The servant 
shrank into the passage and stayed there praying ; 
of ..jhe three men at the table only one, Can 
Graflde himself, had the spirit left to be courteous. 
He got up ; the other two remained seated, 
Francesco with his face in jiis arms. 

‘ Madonna,’ began the tyrant ; but she un- 
cloaked her hand and put a finger •to her sad 
lips. • . 

‘I may not stay,** she said, in a voice so weary 
that it drew tears to Baldinanza’s wicked old eyes 
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— ‘I may not stay; but I must- warn you, Can 
Grai\de, before I go. Walk not in the streets this 
nigljt, walk not by the Piazza, pass not the arched 
way ; peril lies there. No sword shall help you, 
nor the royal seat you have, — enter it not. Now 
I have warned you ; let me go.’ 

' She put babk her lifted hand under her cloak. 
Gan Grande saw the round head of the Babe 
asleep. For five minutes after her disappearance 
no one spoke. « 

^Francesco was the first. He gfoaned, God 
have mercy upon me a sinner,’ between his hands. 
Then Baldinaaza began to swear by all the devils 
in Christendom and Jewry, not blasphemously, but 
in sheer desperate search for a little courage. Can 
Grande shook his head like a water-clogged hound, 
as if to 'get the ring of that hollow voice out of 
his ears! The first to rise was the eldest of the 
three. His eyes were very bright, and you could 
see the long scar plainly shining on his cheek. 

‘ I am a sinner too,’ said he, ‘ but this night I 
will sleep clean.’ He made to go. 

‘ Do you desert me, comrade ’ Can Grande 
asked. 

The old dog turned upon his master. ‘ Mqther 
of Pity!’ he said in a whisper, ‘you are never 
going after this ? ’ 

‘ I am going, good sir. What of you ? ’ 

Baldinanza blinked hard. ‘ I am your servant. 
Can Grande,’ he said shortly ; ‘ where you go I 
follow. That is how I read the Book of Vhe Law.’ 

‘ Well, Checco,’ the tyrant went on, turning to 
the youngster still at the table, ‘ what of you ? ’ 
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Francesco threw up his arms. ‘ Never, Excel- 
lency, never ! ’ he groaned in his anguish. ‘ I dare 
not, I dare not ! ’ He concealed neither his "tears, 
nor his despair, nor his bodily fear. 

Can. Grande shrugged. ‘Are you ready, 
Ubaldo ? ’ he asked. ^ 

Baldinanza bowed his head. The two men 
cloaked and masked themselves, and went out 
of the palace. The moon shone broad over the* 
Piazza ; it was a cold white night. They crossed 
at the farthei corner, went up a few steps, and 
then were lost in the glooms of the arched way* 
They never came out alive. Six hired. daggers 
hacked the life out of them, and tTieir hearts from 
their bodies. To this day the unwholesome place 
is called for a testimony the ‘ Volto*Barbaro,' the 
horrid entry. So died in his sin Can Grande II., 
a man who feared nothing and won nothing but 
fear, and Can Signorio his Son reigned in his stead. 
You might trust the cloth-white lackey and the 
stricken conscience of Francesco della Rocca Rossa 
to spread the news they had. 



THE REPROACHES 


A 'scared city of blank casements, a city of 
citizens, feverishly asking questions whose answers 
they knew beforehand, a city of swift feet and 
hushed voices, was Verona on , the morrow of Can 
Grande’s murder. They carried the two torn 
bodies cqvered with one sheet to Sant’ Anastasia, 
and laid* them there, not in state but just huddled 
out of sight, while the bishop and his canons 
sang a requiem, and ‘ Dirige ’ and ‘Placebo’ 
went whining about the timbers of the roof. 
Nobody mourned the man, yet he had his due. 
His yellow-skinned wife knelt at his feet ; Can 
Signorio, the new tyrant, frozen rigid, armed in 
mail, knelt at his head. The mercenaries held the 
nave, the bodyguard the door, archers loungefl in 
the Piazza. All this parade of force was mere 
superfluity ; Verona had no desire to revolt. 
The Veronese were for 'rending {heir hearts and 
not their rulers that day. 

In the afternoon the show of a trial-aulaw was 
made. The depositions oTtbe lackey, of Rocca 
Rossa, of the finders of the murdered and the 
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hunters for the mfurderers, were taken and recorded 
by the Podesta in the presence of the council. 
After that the six unknown dastards were put)licly 
condemned to death by the civil power from the 
loggia of the palace, and as publicly excommuni- 
cated by the bishop from the steps of the cathedral. 
It was felt on all hands that on thi% occasion the 
bishop had wielded the heavier arm : at least, in 
the absence of the criminals, he had brought his 
chances level. • But what gave him most weight 
was ‘that which had made the testimony of 
Francesco and the lackey overshadow every event 
of a week full of events — the Interposition of 
Madonna of the Peach-Tree. Not a soul in the 
city was left to doubt ; it might be said that not 
a soul was left to save, if.faith can save you. The 
churches were packed from dawn to dark, not an 
altar in a chapel went bare of a mass. There .were 
not enough of them. Altars were set up in the 
squares, and the street-ends blocked by a kneel- 
ing, bowing, weeping, adoring crowd. The bishop 
spoke the common mind when at Vespers that 
night he gave notice that he should go forthwith 
to purge the Carmelite church of the stain upon 
it, , ‘^at the request of my reverend brother the 
Prior 'Provincial of the Order.’ He set out then 
and there in solemn procession of the whole 
cathedral * chapter. Rank formed on rank be- 
hind him till his ordered following trailed across* 
Verona like a host. , 

Now, ‘although, as ,it has been said, and truly 
said, there was no jS|c mty who doubted, 

there was one souiyepy 'dbllbt,’ ’^^Fllat 
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was Fra Battista’s. The offer of purgation had 
come in frenzy from the lips of his prior ; by its 
acceptance Fra Battista saw himself driven to one 
of two courses. He must destroy his reputation 
for obedience to heavenly commands which it had 
been rahk heresy in him to overlook, or that other 
reputation he had won, for being a desperate lover, 
vpon which he shrewdly surmised some of his fame 
depended. He may have been right about .that — 
I am not here to defend him. If he admitted his 
guilt, he would be unfrocked ; he would show like 
a chanticleer stripped of his hackles before his 
hens. If he denied it, he could never preach to 
the women again. Admit it ? Be degraded ? 
Eh, that would be a nasty shift ! Deny it ? Oh, 
preposterous ! The whole day he battled with 
himself, voice crying against voice, without result. 
Observe, it was a mere case of expediency : he had 
no thought to own a fault or repudiate a slander 
— the fellow had no conscience at all. Expediency, 
indeed, was his conscience, his attention to it the 
ladder by which he hoped to climb to the only 
heaven he knew. No imagination had he, but very 
tender senses. Applause — the hushed church, the 
following eyes, the sobered mouths, a sob in .the 
breath — stood him for glory. He had worke^^ for 
this, and, by the Lord ! he had won it. And now 
he must lose it. Eh, never, never ! Stated thus, 
he knew the issue of his battle. He knew he 
could not give up these things — eye-service, lip- 
service, heart-service — of which he had supped so 
thirstily. Rather be unfrocked, driven out of the 
city, reviled, and spit upon, than admit such a 
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shame as that other : to prove himself a vapourer 
before his slaves, to be pricked like a bulging 
bladder, slit open like a rotten bag — God of the 
Love of Women, never, never in life ! The other 
course, <:hen ? He pictured himself, the tall and 
comely youth, standing up alone before ’the grim 
assembly of elders, flinty old men who knew 
nothing of my Lord Amor, how he rides afieH 
in a nose-coloured garment, throwing a flower and < 
a dart to boy ®r girl is he goes. He saw a dewy- 
eyed Battista' owning himself Love’s priest. The 
Women called him Sebastian for his beauty. * A 
Sebastian he was, per Dio ! stuck all ov^r with 
Amor’s fiery darts. Like Sebastian, by his perse- 
cutors he would be stripped bare ; like that martyr’s 
enemies, they would wound his tender flesh ; like 
Sebastian he would endure, casting his, eyes up- 
wards ; and like Sebastian he would infallibly be 
wept by the women. * 

If women will weep for you they will bleed for 
you ; the fount of tears feeds a river as well as 
betrays a hidden well. Good, then ; good, then ! 
He saw a future in all this. From the other spike 
of the dilemma he saw nothing but his impaling ; 
in ijiis case, if he was impaled, balm at least would 
be laid upon his wounds. Fra Battista determined 
to brazen it out before Verona. 

They ‘lit the tapers in the sanctuary betimes; 
and then all the brethren in their hoods sat iil 
choir awaiting the bishop. With jjiim and his 
clergy should come t|je reverend prior. Fra Bat- 
tista was to stand on the rood-step to make his 
purgation. He would be backed by the light. 
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So much of grace they would 'do him, that he 
should face a sea of dark, and be seen but in out- 
line f>y it. 

The bishop’s procession, long announced by the 
indefinable hum a great crowd breeds, swept up 
the navd with a slippering of countless feet. The 
bishop in purple, his canons in scarlet, his cross- 
bearer, his chaplains and singing-men, the bearer 
of his mitre, his ring on a cushion ; aften these 
the archdeacon and his chaplains, the clergy of the 
city, heads of religious orders, reprCsentatiV'es of 
the* civil arm, Can Signorio with the officers of hiS 
household ; finally, the silent eager people, edging 
past each other, whispering, craning their heads to 
see what there was and what ihere was not to be 
seen. So came Verona iit a multitude to the great 
business of Fra Battista and the rag-picker’s wife, 
in reg,lity thrilling with but one thought : Madonna 
of the Peach-Tree was fin the city, for any waking 
soul to see ! 

After the penitential psalms, a litany, and the 
office appointed, the bishop stood with his back to 
the altar, and spoke urbi et orbi from the text, 
‘ God, who in divers times and in divers places,’ 
etc. I cannot do more than report the sum of his 
discourse, which was that, as it was plain these •5ate 
marvels had some root in the hidden ways of men’s 
hearts, so it behoved him as a father to lay all such 
ways bare. That for himself, if .he might speak 
as a man only, he was conscious of no sin un- 
purged which the apparitions might condemn, and 
certainly (alas !) of no graces of his own which 
they could have been designed to reward. Let 
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each speak for Ji'niself. If there was any man in 
that vast assembly unshriven, let him confess^ now 
what his fault was ; so that instant prayer mjght 
be made to their glorious Visitant for forgiveness 
by intersession. If, on the other hand, there was 
some Christian virtue blossoming in secret, let 
them (brethren) find it speedily out, that thanks 
might be given for mercies vouchsafed. It was 
noticed afterwards that the death by butchery of 
the feudal lord»was passed by without a comment. 
Thersf might have been reason for this in the 
circumstance that Can Grange II. had been warned 
of his sin, had nevertheless set out, to commit it, 
and had died in the act, as it had been foretold. 
To discuss all this ii» the hearing of Can Signorio, 
his successor, might hav& been a task too delicate 
for the bishop. But I believe that the* scent of 
the miraculous, which was all about him, \vas too 
much for him. He could nose out nothing beyond 
the line which that fragrance seemed to point. All 
his thoughts, with those of his auditors, were upon 
Madonna of the Peach-Tree, whom there was 
nothing, absolutely nothing, to connect with Fra 
Battista, his doings and undoings. No one de- 
tected this, so Can Grande may have been inspired. 
A gpe'at to-do, which no one had the rights of, 
was followed by mysterious appearances which no 
one pretended to understand. What more natural 
than that one mystery should be allowed to explain 
the other , 

The bishop having, ended, the prior (who was 
very nervous) began. * There were certainly foxes 
here and there in the vineyard, wild grapes on the 
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vines as well as grapes. No community was so 
holy but that, through excess of zeal, over-inflamed 
by charity, it might nurture upon its bosom a 
fanged snake. Might he not allude to the detest- 
able and never -enough -to-be -condemned sin of 
simony Which, as they knew only too well, had 

fattened in the Dominican convent at B ? 

What should he say of that Friar Minor, the 

famous preacher of S , who had been, found 

dead of a surfeit of melons and white wine ? Alas ! 
he brought the taint of gluttony — a ••deadly'sin — 
upon his order ! Wonderful, then, would it be in 
such days as these if the most renowned of all 
orders and mos*t venerable, that of Mount Carmel, 
should pass unscathed through the tempting fires! 
Not only wonderful, but ;n itself a snare. What 
a tempt 3 .tion to the sin of pride in the order 1 
Wh^t a-drawing on of others (too disposed already) 
to the sin of envy, tcf uncharitable speaking — ah, 
and to unlovely dealing ! Let sin be owned, 
therefore, since men were born sinners ; but let 
purgation be done, the wicked member plucked 
out, etc. 

He passed to the sin of Fra Battista — that 
promising young apostle — handled it soberly yet 
gingerly, hinted extenuating circumstances-^Lthe 
pride of life, young blood, the snares of women, 
Satan’s favourite sitting-places, etc. — dt'ew a tear 
or two from his own 'eyes and floods from La 
Testolina ; ^and then called Fra Battista to come 
forth that he might purge himself or be purged by 
the canon law. 

Thus exhorted. Fra Battista, becomingly ton- 
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sured, delicately •combed, with an aspect most 
meek and hands at a pretty droop, came demurely 
out of the friars’ door into the full light of the 
chancel. To the bishop he bowed, to the altar he 
bent a kijee, to his father in religion he bent both ; 
to the hush in the nave he cast a glance of wistful 
appeal. It was truly aimed. They could see 
nothing of his face, nothing but the shape of hinvj 
yet th^ women were sure he made a wistful appeal. 
Many were afFei:ted ; rite anxiety to hear him was 
intense, the squeezing fearful. An enormous fish- 
seller from the Lago di Garda, who had come ’in 
express, leaned over La Te’stolina and ground a 
brased heel into her toes. ‘ Achi! ’ whimpered 
the little laundress but ‘ Snakes of Purgatory ! ’ 
said the other, ‘ what’s toe more or less when 
Madonna is round the corner with a blejsing for 
us in her niaunch ? ’ 

In a rapt silence, with ino preface at all. Fra 
Battista made direct confession to all his gods 
(whether remote or throned within the sanctuary- 
rail) that he had committed the sin whereof he 
was accused. A perceptible shiver of sensation 
swept over the church, although everybody in it 
was sure, before he* had uttered a word, what that 
worcC ought to be. Indeed, he had never denied 
it ; but not to deny is different from bold affirma- 
tion. Th^ prior, whose avowal had also been tacit, 
looked pained : avowals afe painful things. The 
bishop, more used to avowals, did his best to look 
shocked > the archdeacon (professionally enough) 
thought avowal the • most indecent part of an 
indecent business. The Dominicans looked at 
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each other, frankly delighted ; the Friars Minor 
told each other what they had always said. What 
the people thought can only be guessed, for the 
nave was in darkness ; but when Battista had 
made an end, a shuddering sigh came from a 
woman Tar down the church, and then stopped, 
hidden in some hasty new movement there which 
eould not be accounted for. There seemed to be 
a stampede, a sudden rush to the side, the surging 
of some great unsuspected' wave, which broke, as 
it were, in the midst of the throng, and washed an 
open space to right and left. Up in the choit, 
after the first surge of this wave (which made 
every heart beat), all ears heard the long-drawn, 
following ‘ Ah ! ’ — not fear only, not expectation 
made real, but rather awe, expectation shown just. 
It began,-''low and hollow, ran up to a hiss : then 
the ?iledr< was such that the cracking of a man’s 
ankle-' ''in ; by the d6or sounded like a carter’s 
whip_^‘'cv*^'' 'ii’n upon the bishop’s throne. In that 
deat't\)0’C^f';jte the whole body of the people re- 
main. xo,.^iVathless, waiting what was to ensue. 

Out of the dark, stealing (it appeared) from 
the middle of the nave and floating down the 
church upon a bodily silence, came a cold voice. 
Like a wind from the snow-mountains it came in 
a thin stream, before which Fra Battista shrivelled 
visibly. 

‘ O thou craven ! ’ it said, ‘ thou wicked man ! 
what sin qan be greater than thine If thou 
hadst done this thing thou ownest to, it *had gone 
better with thee than now, when thou standest a 
liar and boaster in a filthy cause. Wilt thou foul 
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thyself, Battista, and think it honour? I tell thee 
that it was more tolerable for that stoned simple 
wretch than it shall be for thee ; and it were better 
that men should go unsouled like the dogs, com- 
mitting gfFence with their bodies, than souled 
horribly like thee, thou sinner of the mind, idolater 
of thine own image ! Dost thou yet make slippei^ 
the ways of Mount Carmel, Battista ? Dost thou^ 
yet hattg the pearls, which are the tears of Mary, 
about thy neck*? It 5 hall be in such case that 
Carmel will bo her holy hill no more, and those 
same pearls turned to leaden^ bulls to seal thee in 
Tophet. There is no mercy for the coward, and 
none for him that serves false gods. Go forth, thou 
groper after vainglory, kennel with the^ swine ! ’ 
The voice ceased. Fr^ Battista, who had been 
rocking under its chill breath, fell with .a thud. 
The bishop adored the altar ; the rest — priosts, 
monks, people alike — broke* into ‘ Salve Regina,’ 
so loud, so wild, the very church seemed to shake. 
At that time the west doors flung open of them- 
selves, and a roaring wind swept round, disastrous 
to candles. A sudden flicker of blue flame jagged 
across the nave ; the thunder came instant, pealing, 
crackling, braying ruin, fading at last to a distant 
grumSl^ ; and then the rain. No one got home 
that night with a dry skin ; but it was Madonna 
who had quenched the doubting of Fra Battista, 
and washed fragrant the "^memory of Vanna to 
whomsoever had loved her once. As Jaer lovers 
in early days had been many, it follows that they 
all forgot in the delight of reminiscence any harsh 
judgments she had received. 

F 



IX 

THE CROWNING PROOF 

1‘he week went its way without further miracle ; 
but Verona had supped full of miracles, and had 
need to digest. The signs and wonders she had 
witnessed, as one soul, in the church of the Car- 
melites had been so astonishing that you will easily 
understand how all little differences between order 
and order were forgotten. The root of disturb- 
ance — Vanna and hei baby, Fra Battista and his 
luxurious imaginings, Baldassare and his addition 
— were also forgotten. Baldassare was at Mantua, 
Vanna had been stoned to death (‘martyred’ was 
now the word) — all was well. Fra Battista had 
been quietly ridded the very next morning : un- 
frocked, he took the way of the Brenner and the 
mountains, and Veronese history knows nothing 
further certainly of him. It is thought he may 
have got so far as Prague, where at any rate a 
perfervid preacher called Baptist von Bern was 
burnt for^ heresy in the year 1389 — a spreader of 
anabaptistical doctrines he was. Gospels of the 
Spirit, Philadelphianism, and what not. Every- 
settled down to routine : Can Signorio to 
66 
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tyranny and coquetting with Visconti of Milan 
(who finally swallowed him up) ; the bishog to 
accommodating the claims of God, the Pope, and 
his temporal lord, to those of salvation and liis 
stomach ;«and in like manner did every person in 
this narrative after his kind. 

Then, on a bright morning in early September, 
old Baldassare came limping up the Ponte Navi* 
with hi* pack on his back, paused a minute on the 
bridge, as his hahit was* to look down on the busy 
laundresses by the water ; spat twice, and so doing 
w^s observed ; threw a cracked ‘ Buon’ giorno, C,a 

Testolina ! ’ over the side, and went on his slow 

* • 

way to the Via Stella. 

It was still very early, but not so early that 
Vanna was not in her shop -door sewing and 
crooning to the baby on her lap. She heard his 
step the moment he rounded the bottom corner of 
the street, blushed prettily from neck to temples, 
caught up the child, and went out to meet her 
lord. Standing before him in her cool cotton 
gown, there was no sun in the dusky place but 
what her halo of hair made, no warmth but 
that of her welcoming mouth. Half shyly she 
stopped, holding up the baby for him to see ; it 
was fldt for her to make advances, you must 
understand ; but it needed no magic to make one 
believe that what a man’s wife should be to a man 
that was young Monna Vanna to her rag-picker. 
Baldassare blinked and tried to look harassed ; the 
next minute he had pipched Vanna’s cheek. She 
put the baby into his Nviry old arms — a very right 
move of hers. 
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‘ Eh, bantbinaccio,' he muttered, highly pleased, 
‘ it is good to see thee ! So thou art come out to 
meet thy old dad — thou and thy little rogue of a 
mother ? Come, the pair of ye, and see what my 
pack has in store.’ , 

Th^ baby crowed and bubbled, Vanna nested 
her arm closer in his ribs, and the trio went into 
the house. 

A keen shot from one eye sufficed to assure the 
old fellow that as well as 'a little, beauty he had a 
domestic treasure to wife. The house was Us fresh 
aS her cheeks, as trim as her shape. ‘ Now the 
saints.be good to this city of Verona,’ said he, ‘as 
to me they have proved not amiss.’ This was 
great praise from Baldassare,; his generosity gave 
it point. From his paclj came a pair of earrings — 
wagging, tinkling affairs of silver and coral ; next 
sorne portentous pins, shining globes like prickly 
pears ; a coral and bells for Master Niccola, and a 
scaldino of pierced brass for the adornment of the 
house. ‘Thank you, Baldassare,’ said Vanna to 
her blinking old master ; then she kissed him. 
Before she knew where she was, before she could 
say ‘Gia ! ’ he put his arm round her and whispered 
in her ear. Then she clung to him, sobbing, 
laughing, breathing quick; and the rest it were 
profanation to report. 

Verona rubbed its eyes as it came dut yawning 
to its daily work. THfere was the open shop, ever 
the first in the street ; there the padrone ; there, 
by the Manger of Bethlehem, were the padrona 
and the baby, whom they had last seen huddling 
from their stones. Vanna wore her colours that 
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morning ; she was rosy like the dawn, she was 
smiling, she had very bright eyes. But there was 
a happy greeting for man or wife who looked her 
way ; and when La Testolina came peeping to 
behold tha discomfiture of Baldassare, Vanna’s gay 
looks found her out, and ‘ Buon’ giorno. La 
Testolina,’ came more cheerfully from her than k 
had come from her husband on the bridge. All* 
the little woman could do was to squat upon the 
threshold at her»friend’2 feet and pretend that she 
was troubled with spasms. 

'The crowning proof remains to be told. As 
La Testolina (who blazed the story abroad) is 
reported to have said, you might have drummed 
the guard out with her heart-beats. ^Vanna, by 
way of weaning her baby, it seems, was tempting 
him with gobbets of peach from a wine-glass. 
She bit a corner from the peach and tendered it in 
her lips to the youngster oh her lap. The baby 
(a vigorous child) made a snap at it like a trout 
at a fly, and a gulp so soon as he had it. The 
peach was hard, the morsel had many corners, — 
went down bristling, as it were. Cola had his first 
stomach-ache, was hurt, was miserable, prepared 
to howl. At that moment La Testolina happened 
to look* at him : she stared, she gasped, she reeled 
against the door-post. 

‘ Hey, Mother of Jesus ! ’ she cried ; ‘ look at 
the baby ! ’ • ’ ‘ 

‘ It was a corner-piece. I’m afraid,’ sjiid Vanna, 
with great calmness ; ‘ ^ut the natural juices will 
thaw it.’ 

‘ No, no, no ! It is not that, woman,’ her 
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friend went on feverishly — ‘ it is, not that ! Look 
at his face, look at his face ! ’ 

Vanna looked. ‘ Well,’ she asked, ‘ what of 
his face ’ 

The bimbo^ to express his agony, was grinning 
from ear to ear. 

" This was 'the last miracle wrought by Madonna 
.'■of the Peach-Tree. 
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THE GLORIOUS rPPOLITA 

4-LMIGHty God, that supreme Architect, Who, 
alone among craftsmen, knows when to give and 
when to stay the rein, has chosan the Plain of 
Emilia to be, as it were, the garden of Italy, a 
garden set apart betwixt Alp and Apennine to be 
adorned within a gardefi ; has filled it with every 
sort of fruit and herb and flowering free ; has 
watered it abundantly with noble rivers ; neither 
stinted it of deep shade nor removed it too far 
from the timely stroke of the sun ; has caused it, 
finally, to be graced here and enriched there with 
divers great and grave cities. Man, who has it not 
in him to be thrifty in so prodigal a midst, has here 
also thought it lawful to go free. Out of that lake 
of mstling leaves rise, like the masts of ships 
crowding a port, church-towers, the belfries of pious 
convents,, the domes and turrets of great buildings 
walled into cities. Among which, prized as they al][ 
are and honoural^ly additioned — Vicenza, Treviso, 
Mantua, Verona, Ferrara, — there is* none more 
considerable than Padua, root of learning and grey 
cupolas, chosen to be the last resting-place of 
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Antenor, King Priam’s brother, .and the first of 
Titus Livy. 

It is of Padua that I am now called upon to 
repot t certain matters which . may seem strange to 
one who does not know her well : to the others, 
verbum satis. Whether it is their University (too 
famous, perhaps, for so quiet a place), or the 
syspiration of their greatest citizen which has 
kindled their wits ; whether that cauldron of 
brick, the Santo, bubbling with silver domes, is the 
stem or flower of their exaltation ; v'hether their 
seat at the head of a sun-steeped marsh (at whose 
mouth is Venice) hath itself unseated them ; 
whether Petrarch set boiling what Saint Antony 
could not allay ; what it was, how it was, who gave 
them the wrench, I know not — but the fact is that 
the people of Padua have been as freakish a race 
as any in Italy ; at the mercy of any head but the 
aggregate’s, pack-mules of a notion, galley-slaves 
of a whim, driven hither and thither in a herd, 
like those restless leaves (souls once) whose nearer 
sight first made Dante pitiful. Not that they, for 
their part, asked for pity or got it. Mostly they 
paid their tavern bills when the last cup had been 
drained and the last chorus led. When Ezzelin 
was master of the revels they paid in blood ; ‘.that 
tower of his by the river is dark with it yet. 
Petrarch from his mountain vineyard at Arqua 
tipped them a brighter ‘ stave : they broke their 
hearts for pretty women and had every one the 
comfort of a swan-like end, since sonnefs are a 
knack. With Antony they' flagellated, with Car- 
rara defended walls, with Gattemelata knocked 
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walls down. Then Venice took what Padua could 
never keep ; the Euganeans hailed on either side 
the Lion of Saint Mark ; the Arts flourished ; 
Squarcione cut out small-clothes and tkught 
anatomy none the worse ; Mantegna dreamed of 
Julius Caesar, smouldering while he dreamed ; and 
Ippolita, the stone-mason’s daughter, from .too 
much courting fled ’in breeches to the hills. She, 
like«all the Padovani, paid her score without; 
flinching. It»may have been run up without leave 
askeH, but it was run up in her name. The rule 
in Padua was so. I never heard that she reptned. 
Maybe that she had her 'money’s worthy ; but of 
that you will be able to judge as well as I. 

Padua is a city >set in meadows full of light ; it 
is well-spaced, plentifuUy watered, arcaded, green 
with gardens. The streets are like cloister-walks ; 
as in Lucca, the plane is the sacred tree,* and next 
to that flag of green on & silver staff, the poplar 
shows the city blushful in the spring and thrilling 
all a summer with the memory. It is a place of 
brick and marble, painted orange, brown, yellow, 
and warm white, where every corner-stone and 
every twig is printed sharply on a sky of morning 
blue. 

* Quivi le mura son fatte con arte, 

Che parlano, e rispondono a i parlanti. 


A tale of Padua should have the edge of a cmt 
gem. So let Ippolita’s be told. ^ 

In ‘her day — that day when, at sixteen years 
old or so, the sun briefly lit upon her golden head 
and showed her for the lovely girl she was — Padua 
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was passing through a time of peace. Novello 
was dead at last, poor heroic gentieman, Verona 
was shaken off ; Venice was supreme — easy, but 
unquestionably mistress of the Plain. There was 
time to make madrigals, to make eyes, tp make 
love, to iniagine portraits. Mantegna was paint- 
ing giants in thp Eremitani and Bellini picking his 
brains, but not as yet a quarrd. The classics, the 
.ingenuous arts, lovely woman — always intervvpven 
when times are happiest — flourished jn that sunny 
place : it was not really wonderful that Ipp'olita 
the iitone-cutter’s daughter, classically fair, indis-* 
putably a beauty, should win all seeing eyes and 
be the despair of all rhymers. Given the vision 
to the visionary (and both came in their time), 
she might be ‘ trusted wit}\ the rest ; for she was 
remarkable by contrast ; there were none like her. 
The Paduan girls are all charming, and mostly 
pretty. Ippolita was neither : she was beautiful, 
and when you came to know her face, lovely. 
They are brown, she was fair ; they are little, she 
was very tall. They have eyes like a dove’s, 
glossed brown ; hers were deeply blue, the colour 
of the Adriatic when a fleeting cloud spreads a 
curtain of hyacinth over the shee'ted turquoise bed. 
Beautifully hued in mingled red and white, deli- 
cately shaped, pliant, supple, and shy, such as she 
was (an honest, good girl. Heaven knoWs !) she 
might have lived and died in her alley — sweetheart 
of some half-dozen decent fellows, wife of the 
most masterful, mother of a score brats, unpoticed 
save for her qualities of cheerful drudge and brood- 
mare ; beautiful as a spring-leaf till twenty, ripe 
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as a peach on the wall till thirty, keen-faced and 
wise, mother and grandmother at forty ; and so on 
— such she might have Jived and died, an 3 been 
none the worse for- her reclusion, had she not 
■ leaned giore than half out of her window m the 
Vicolo one bright April morning of her sixteenth 
year, to exchange lively banter witla a friend below, 
and be seen by IVIesser Alessandro del Dardo, who 
within the cuirass of Sub-Prefect of Padua nourished* 
the heart of an approved Poet ; been seen of him 
for fhe mimcle of young beauty she really was. 
Chance sparks kindle chance tinder ; and so flere. 

I am far from alleging *the heart of. Messer 
Alessandro to be dry tow ; but I do repeat it, 
Padua was a freakish cityful, Ippolita lovely ex- 
ceedingly, amorous poetry in the air. 

He, then, passing by, saw her stoop flushed and 
sparkling from above him ; the sun caugljt her 
shining hair ; a loose white smock revealed so 
much of her neck as to picture him the snowy 
rest. Snow and rosebuds — O ye little gods ! As 
he stood in ecstasy she saw him at the end of the 
lane, and blushing drew back with a finger in her 
mouth, to thrill and giggle at ease. She saw a 
great gentleman stare ; he saw a rosy goddess 
st 09{5 and laugh, then blush and hide. Vitas 
hinnuleo me similis, Chloe ! Away he went, his 
heart le’aping like a wood - fire, to report to 
Meleagro de’ Martiri and Stazio Orsini, to Donna 
Euforbia, Donna Clarice, and Donna Simpatica — 
friends, and poets alike — that he ha^ had a most 
rare vision. * 

‘ To me it seems,’ he said, ‘ that that fair-haired 
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daughter of the Greeks, Madonna Elena, the slim, 
the rosy-fingered disturber of the repose of cities, 
hath appeared to distract this our city of Padua. 
Me at least she hath distraught. Fair friends, 
sister gnd ^brother poets, you shall understand that 
henceforth I devote myself to this lady and her 
praise. More,» I vow a vow, and call upon you to 
register it in the Golden Book of the Amorous 
> Gests of Padua, that I will never cut my« nails 
again until I have enthroned her sovereign lady 
of me, and of you all, and of this lour hu'mane 
Commonwealth. By golden Venus and her sort, 
by Mars armipotent powerless in such toils, and 
by Vulcan in chains too cunning for his pincers ; 
by Saints Ovid and Sappho, the Chian, the Man- 
tuan, and the Veronese, I swear this oath.’ 

‘ It is, well done, Alessandro,’ assented the 
listening' company. 

That evening in his fellowship, Meleagro and 
Stazio, cloaked and lurking under the arcades, saw 
Ippolita walk down the Via Pozzo Depinto arm in 
arm with two shawled friends, transparently in the 
ranks of the popol basso, but as obviously not of 
them. Her golden head was bare ; also by a head 
she sailed above them. They followed her by the 
Via Zitelle, over the Ponte della Morte, further 
yet, between garden walls topped with lilac, into 
the Prato della Valle. There the three unconscious 
girls mingled with the concourse of those who took 
the air unde/ the still trees. Ippolita, that slim, 
tall marvel, seemed not to be remarked by any ; 
Alessandro, swooning on his friend’s arms, could 
scarcely believe it. 
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‘ Edge up, Alessandro, edge up — accost, accost ! ’ 
said Meleagro ; but — 

‘ Do you think I would profane the aura of 
her by my abhorred’ presence ? ’ cried the fover. 

‘ Ah, God of Love, I would die soonej ! I feel, 
indeed, my Daemon at work. Let me sit upon 
this bench — my tablets, ha ! ’ H^ sat. Finely 
disordered verse, rime sciolte^ resulted ; but Ippolka 
was 80 far unperturbed. • 

Gradually, Jiowever, it came to her notice that 
she was watched. There was singing under her 
windows at night ; the day brought partieS of 
noble youths into the Picolo — scarlet-* capped, 
feathered, slashed and booted youths ; ladies were 
with them as often as not ; garlanded ladies with 
square-cut bodices shelving half tlieir bosoms ; 
flowers came, verses, platters of Urbinq, Gubbio, 
Faenza. She was saluted in the street, ’foljowed 
to the church-door, waited* for at the coming out 
from mass. It came, more or less, to this, that 
whenever she went abroad by ways where the 
honourable might pass, her going resembled that 
of the processional Host rather than of a respect- 
able young woman. Her friends were no protec- 
tion: the girls thought it fun, courted it, found 
stuff^in it for giggling and peering with the eyes 
into dark corners ; the lads of her station shrugged 
at it, the*n sulked, and at last fairly fought shy of 
such a conspicuous mate. • 

Ippolita herself tried to laugh it qff, but failed 
absurdly. She became plaintive. 

‘ What do these signori mean by their my- 
ladying ? ’ she cried to Annina, her bosom friend. 
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‘ Why do they send me these things ? Platters ! 
What use are platters to the likes of us, who as 
often* as not have nothing to put on them ? ’ 

Annina looked demurely. ‘ It is easy to see 
what they want of thee, dearest. Wha^ does a 
gentleman always want of a poor girl that takes 
his* fancy .? ’ 

• Ippolita tossed her high head. ‘ Eh ! ’ she 
snapped, ‘ they may fill the house with crockery at 
that rate. I’m not rubbish 1’ « 

She was not ; but she wronged ‘her adorers, 
whA neither thought it nor hoped it of her. 
Messer Alessandro was not growing his nails for 
that sort of ware ; nor could he have treated the 
Pope with more respect. He<had never ventured 
to speak, though he had npver failed to salute her. 
What he .wrote was chiefly in verse, and as Ippolita 
coul4 not read, it really did not much matter what 
his letters contained. ‘Meleagro had opened his 
mouth to pay her a compliment : he won a 
frightened look out of her blue eyes, a fine blush, 
and lived upon them for a week. The ladies were 
bolder. Some of them had walked with her once 
in the Prato. There was very little to say, except 
that they loved her and thought her like a goddess. 
Ippolita was rather scared, laughed nervously** and 
said, ‘ Chi lo sa ’ Donna Euforbia then told her 
the story of the original Ippolita, the ’Scythian 
queen ; of King Theseus, and the child born to 
them in sea-washed Acharnae. The Paduan 
Ippolita said ‘ Gia ! ’ several times, and asked if her 
namesake was a good Catholic. Finding she was 
not, she took no further interest in her fortunes 
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than to suppose ,her deep in hell for her pains. 
The ladies asked her to come and be their queen ; 
she said she couldn’t leave her father. They 
offered her jewels for her hair, neck, fingers, wfists, 
ankles ; she laughed, and said that they were not 
for the likes of her. They spoke of Alessandro, 
the Poet. She asked if he were apy relation jLo 
the Signor Sotto-Prefetto. He was that samo, 
said they. 

‘ rJio buonq ! ’ cried Ippolita. ‘ Is he the 
gentleman who wants to undo me ? ’ 

, They were shocked. ‘ He asks no more titan 
to sit at your feet, Ippolita* and read the ^secrets 
of your beautiful eyes. It is your *soul he loves ; 
he asks nothing of ypur body.’ 

‘ They never do, Madonna,’ said Ippolita ; ‘ but 
I ^m a poor girl, so please you, who have to look 
every way at once, as the saying is. Domeneddio 
is the only Signore I have ever heard tell of who 
could get on with people’s souls. Men want more 
of us than that.’ 

Protests were wasted, and Alessandro, watchful 
of his nails, went mad in numbers. This it was 
to be tall out of common, this to lift up in dark- 
browed Padua a brave golden head ; this to carry 
the bq^m of an Oread beneath the smock of a 
girl in her teens ; this, merciful Heaven, to be a 
vortex when poets are swirling down the stream of 
Time. , 



II 

MESSER ALESSANDRO THINKS TO CUT HIS*NAILS 

N^ot to weary you, it is clear that I{5polita was the 
fashion. The poets, the courtiers, the painters, of 
whom*, in that age of peace, Padua was full, were 
wild about this glowing girl, this sumptuous 
nymph of the Via Agnus Dfei ; they were melo- 
diously, caperingly, symphonically wild, according 
to their bents. She saw herself on plates of faience, 
where the involutions of a ribbon revealed ‘ Ippolita 
Bella ’ to the patient eye ; she found herself (or 
they found her) an inordinate trisyllable for a 
canzone, saw her colours of necessity reproduced 
on her lover’s legs and shoulders as colours of 
election. One by one she could appraise her own 
possessions, and those they fabled of her. Her 
hair was Demeter’s crown of ripe corn — she knew 
nothing of the lady, but hoped for the best.' Her 
eyes were dark-blue lakes in a field of snow — this 
she thought very fine. Her lips were the amorous 
petals of a rose that needs mifst kiss each other ; 
kissing, they made a folded flower — ah ! 

La virtu della bocca, 

Che Sana ci6 che tocca, 
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sighed the poets.. But, bless her good innocence ! 
that sweet mouth had touched nothing more man- 
nish than her father’s forehead or the feet of the 
Crucified. Her cheeks, said they, were apple- 
blossoms budded, her neck the stem of* a chalice, 

her breast but I spare your blushes, though 

they never spared hers. There is a book, Gli 
Ornamenti delle Donney which will tell you what 
that jpastion of a fair girl should be ; and what it 
should be those Paduan lyrists will more than 
assure you Ippolita’s was. Thus passionately they 
fingered every part, dwelling here, touching there, 
with no word that was not a caress. What she 
had not, too, they gave her — the attributes she 
sowed in them. She was ‘ vagha,’ since they 
longed ; ‘ lontana,’ since, she kept them at a dis- 
tance ; ‘ nascosa,’ since they drove her to,it ; cold, 
since she dared not be warm. • . 

The painters, not to be 'behind, expressed what 
the others hinted. She saw herself, first, as Daphne 
behind a laurel-bush — the artist, kneeling in the 
open, offered his heart smoking upon a dish ; 
second, as Luna, standing in shrouded white on a 
crescent moon — the artist, as Endymion, asleep in 
a rocky landscape, waiting to be kissed ; third, as 
Lf^/flf'naked in reeds beside her pair of eggs — the 
plumed artist near by, ruffling and flapping his 
wings. Luckily their allusiveness escaped her 
she knew nothing of the diversions of the ancient' 
gods. 

But gf all the vantage she gave them, none 
equalled that for which her gossips should have 
answered, her most commendable name of Ippolita. 
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The verses she received on th^t theme would 
have made a Theseid^ those she had to hear would 
have kept the rhapsodists for a twelvemonth, 
those she saw the very Sala del Consiglio could 
not have contained. Ippolita at war with the 
Athenian, or leading her Amazons afield ; Ippolita 
turning her unmaimed side to an adoring warrior 
(the painter) and you, or suckling Ippolito (with 
the artist’s strongly-marked features) in an ivied 
ruin with peacocks about it ; Ippoljta in a colon- 
nade at Athens on the right hand of the king — 
thuS she saw herself daily ; thus the old palace 
walls of Padua, if they could yield up their tinged 
secrets through the coats of lime, would show her 
rosy limbs and crowned head. ^ Mantegna has her 
armoured with greaves to the knee and spiked 
cups on her breastplate. Gian Bellini carried her 
to Venice, to lead Scythians in trousers against 
Theseus in plate-armuur and a blazoned shield. 
Giorgione set her burning in the shade, trying to 
cool her golden flank in deep mosses by a well. 

All this, and much more, Ippolita endured 
because she was a good as well as a beautiful girl. 
Sometimes she wept in a friend’s arms, some- 
times (really frightened) she ' sought her parish 
priest ; mostly it was the wonder-working Virgin 
in Sant’ Antonio or, at the greatest stress, the 
•Saint’s own black sarcophagus in the lighted 
‘chapel, to lay upon it a feverish palm or hot, 
indignant cheek. By some such aids as these 
she preserved entire her head, her heart, all her 
precious store, so that no 'flattery ever tarnished 
the clear glass of her mind, no assaults, however 
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fierce, could bruise the root of modesty within 
her. 

Her father, vexed man, at first felt the elory 
of his daughter, shone by her reflected light, 
guessed J^and had reasonable grounds foe guessing) 
the profit it might be ; but lastly, seeing the 
suitors sought not to marry her, <and she would 
do no less, he grew disgusted with so windy* a 
busiuess, beat her for what was no fault of hers, • 
and bade her ‘be sold or begone. Ippolita, who 
began her day’s processioning with music and 
flowers, ended it mostly in tears and stripes. 
There seemed no escape. If she went to draw 
water at the well the courtiers jostled for her first 
salutation ; if she \/ent to mass in tl)e grey of the 
morning, so, blinking, did they. The priest who 
confessed her paid her compliments, ,the blind 
beggar at the church-door looked at hel- Qut of 
one eye. She was incredibly the fashion ; and 
the women, far from being jealous, were as wild 
about her as the men. She could have had a 
Court of Virgins, or gone like Artemis, buskined 
through the thickets, with a hundred high-girdled 
nymphs behind her, all for her sake locked in 
chastity. They also made her presents, which her 
fatht*? sold, until (learning to fear the Greeks, 
their brothers) she gently forbore them. Where- 
upon the honest stone-mason had fresh cause fof 
chastisement of So incalculably calculating a child.* 

The hunted fair at last came to a jDoint where 
she must stand or deliver. From three desperate 
lovers there seemed no sure road. All that was 
possible she did. She consulted her priest ; he 



8^ LITTLE NOVELS OF ITALT ri 

patted her cheek. A very old woman of her 
intimg,cy advised her to look in the glass ; she did, 
and blushed at her own distressful face. A friar 
of the order of Saint Francis plumply told her to 
choose the most solid of her pursuers and make 
the most of him. ‘Such roses as yours, my 
daughter,’ said he, ‘ should be early to market. 
Y*ou are sixteen now ; but remember that by the 
mercy of Heaven you may live to be six-<.and- 
sixty. That’s the time when the pot wants lining. 
If you have not the experience, pray how are you 
to direct the young in the way they should go*? 
Yet that is the trade for an old lady whose life 
has been an easy one. For my part, I regret that 
the rules of our convent do not allow me to open 
the gate.’ 

She pouted, and went out into the sun again, 
to find her way to the Santo barred. The three 
poets, with three lutes', were singing a madrigal 
in her honour. They were understood to say that 
her going was over the tired bodies of lovers, that 
she went girdled with red hearts, that her breast 
was cold ivory, and her own heart carved in ice. 
Nymph rhymed with lymph and Ippolita with 
insolita ; the whole, ingenious as it was, was not 
ad rem ; and as for the poor subject of it afl; her 
heart (far from being ice) was hot with mutiny. 
She knew herself for a simpleton — just a poor 
^irl ; she knew herself made ridiculous by this 
parade ; copld see herself as she was. Her crisp- 
ing hair was over her ears at),d knotted behind her 
neck, without garland or fillet or so much as a 
brass pin ; her green dress, though it was low in 
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the neck, was tightly drawn over her bust ; for 
what were glorious to be shown in a great lady, in 
her had been an immodesty. When she lifted her 
skirt out of the gutter you could see some inches 
of bare leg. Her hands were brown with work, 
though her neck was like warm marble in the sun. 
Eh, she knew herself through and fhrough jusi a 
low-born wench ; and ‘ O Gesu Re ! ’ her heast 
cried, within her, ‘ Why can they not leave me 
alone ! ’ • * 

The three poets — Stazio Orsini in white and 
yellow, Alessandro del Dardo in white and gr?en, 
and Meleagro de’ Martiri* in a plum-cploured 
cloak — accompanied her down the Via Pozzo 
Depinto to her pool house in the quarter of Santa 
Caterina ; she lived in the Vicolo Agnus Dei. To 
their florid exercises in the language of (jourts she 
replied in monosyllables — ‘ Sissignore,’ ‘Gjazie, 
Signore,’ or ‘ Servo suo ’ ; ^he humble words were 
as much her daily use as Padre nostro or Ave 
Maria. At the door she must have her hand 
kissed three times in face of the nudging neigh- 
bours ; and to each salute her honesty prompted a 
fresh ‘ Grazie, Signore,’ a curtsy and a profound 
blush. Meleagro beat his forehead to see her so 
lovel^ and so unapproachable ; Orsini bit his lip ; 
but Alessandro, mindful of his nails, and not to be 
Sub- Prefect for nothing, went away to find the* 
girl’s father. • • 

This worthy bowed to the earthy before his 
visitor. . In what w^ could His Excellency be 
served? By the acceptance, on Matteo’s part, of 
twenty ducats ? Benissimo, e tante grazie ! 
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‘ Matteo,’ said the Sub-Prefeot, when this little 
transfer was accomplished, ‘ your daughter is the 
most beautiful lady in all this city of Padua.’ 

‘ She is a choice thing, I own it,’ said the good 
Matteo ; and how dear to her old father your 
honour hath no notion.’ 

• ‘ I can very well imagine it,’ returned Messer 
Alessandro ; ‘ and, indeed, I remember that you 
are twenty ducats in hand.’ » 

‘ Oh, va bene, va bene ! ’ cried Matteo. ‘ I 
am your Excellency’s humble servant. You shall 
take her when you like and as you like.’ ' 

‘ All will be done scrupulously,’ Alessandro 
said with fervour. ‘ Vi^e shall crown her Queen 
of our College of the Muses ; she shall be priestess, 
sacred image, and oracle.; and most honourably 
served.’ , 

‘ Honour, of course,’ said Matteo, ‘ comes into 
the game. I have played it myself, and know 
what I am talking about. There was Beppina, 
that fat Venetian hussy — to see her eat ! But she 
always had her whack. Eh, I have been a blade 
in my day ! ’ 

To this testimony the Sub-Prefect had no com- 
ments ready. He returned to the object of his 
thought. *'• 

‘ We shall in turn contemplate her excellence,’ 
he explained, ‘ and derive inspirations in turn. A 
•fine body of devotional rhyme shiJuld be the result 
of this.’ ^ 

‘ The result,’ Matteo broke in, ‘ will be a fine 
one, I warrant your Excellency, if such things as 
that are in your mind — and call it what you will. 



It 


IPPOLIT A IN THE HILLS 8^9 

She’s as healthy .as ever her mother was. And 
she had seventeen of ’em, one way with another, 
before I buried her.’ 

‘ She shall be crowned with stars, rest upon 
beds of ,roses, walk in flowery meadows, hide 
from the heat in thickets where water is — ’ Ales- 
sandro went lilting on. ‘ We will jing to her all 
day, and of her all night. The saloon of the 
Villa *Venusta shall depict the story of her glorious 
arising.’ • * 

‘ Pretty, pretty ! ’ cried Matteo. ‘ I see that 
your honour knows the rules of play. Now, wRen 
shall the game begin * 

‘ My honest friend, the litter will be at your 
door come daybreak,’ said Alessandro. ‘ Three 
noble ladies will attend, Madonna to bathe and 
dress her. After that, you shall leave Ijer safely 
in our keeping.’ * . 

Matteo bowed. ‘ Excellency, I am your ser- 
vant. Everything shall be as you wish.’ 

He did not add, though he might well have 
added, that it was more than himself had dared to 
hope for. 

At time of sunset home he came, but not to 
beat his beautiful daughter. On the contrary, he 
made'^much of her. Fuddled he was, but not 
drunk. He took her incontinent upon his knee 
and began to deal in rather liberal innuendo. ‘ 
Divining him darkly, she went to work with such* 
arts as she had to wheedle the worst ou{ of him. 

‘ Carijsimo padre ’—so she coaxed him, with 
hands interwoven about his scrubby face — ‘ tell 
me more of this gallantry of young blades.’ 
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‘Chuck, chuck, chuck,’ he babbled, oozing wine, 

‘ come and feed out of my hand. Bill me, sweeting, 
and i bill thee. Ho, ho ! Two doves on a branch ! 
What, turtle ? Wilt thou mope for ever ’ 

She trembled. ‘ Nay, nay. I’ll mope ^lo more, 
father,’ says she. But do thou tell me who my 
mate is to be.’, 

% Slyly he looked at her burning face and slyly 
kissed it. Then he began to sing — 

‘ Queir drudo, Messer Amorc, 

Ha scelto un Dardo per cuorc ! 

Dardo accrbo, ardentc, 

Che fa grida're le genti — 

Ohtm^ ! Dolce dolore ! * 

She had .been a fool indfeed to miss such a 
rebus. So the peril was worse than her dread ! 
The lees, of tvventy ducats shabby in his fist told 
her how near the peril was. 

Going to bed, he folded her in his arms, making 
her prop while he mumbled comfort. 

‘ It is all for the best, my beauty-bright,’ he 
hiccoughed, ‘ all clearly for the best. Messer 
Alessandro is a lover in ten thousand. I shall be 
as good as a father-in-law any day of the week. 
Why, it’s “ My honest friend ” that he hails me 
already ! That is what a man may call cllVnbing 
up, I hope, when a poetical roaring blade cuts out 
‘your “ &rvo suo ” in that fashion. And he’s 
*Sotto-Prefetto, remember. That'’means all Padua 
yours for ,the asking. Sleep sound, my pretty 
bird, Ippolita bella ! After this night you shall 
sleep by day.’ So he found, by good luck, his 
bed, and she a time for tears. 



Ill 

’the jew JN TH]^ via della gatta 

# 

If there is not much to be said for the Via ddla 
Gatta in these days there •was even Jess when 
Ippolita was the reigning toast. Ifwas cloistered 
(as now), it was cobbled, shabby-white, secret, 
blind ; it echoed silence, was a place fdr slippering 
crones, for furtive cats an3 the smelV of garlic and 
charcoal fires. Of nights, by the same tolcen, it was 
not the place to choose for •an after-supper wallc. 
The watch used to go through it with swords before 
and daggers behind. Lanterns wer^ little use save 
to reveal the cut-throat blackness all about. 

Now, on the very night when Matteo was 
fuddled, Ippolita in tears, Alessandro in a fever, 
and the more reputable Padovani turning down 
their beds, the watch came rattling at the Sub- 
Prefect’s door to report a dead Jew in the Via 
della Gatta. Of all nights in the year, this, the 
eve of the Gloriqus Ippolita’s home-bringing, to 
be vexed by a dead Jew ! Messer Alessandro was 
exceedingly annoyed. • 

‘ Take* your accursed Jew,’ he said to the lieu- 
tenant, ‘ and stuff him underground. I am busy, 
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I zttx absorbed in work. When I have leisure I 
will ^attend to him. You can dig him up again. 
And I take this opportunity to tell you, Lieu- 
tenant, that your visit is most inopportune. For 
six montiis you have brought me nothing of the 
sort, and to-night, for example, you plump a Jew 
cm my doorstep. Bury your beastly Jew and leave 
oie in peace.’ 

‘ But, Excellency,’ stammered the Lieutenant, 
‘your Excellency will see -that I •have no control 
over the assassins of Padua. This Jew Tias not 
died happily. There is a great hole under -his 
ribs. .He is scarcely 'cold yet.’ 

‘ That is soon remedied,’ said Alessandro ; ‘ put 
him in the ground.’ 

‘ But, Excellency, a .murdered Jew, a Jew in 
holes — 

‘.The Jews have been damned from the be- 
ginning of our dispensation,’ cried the Sub-Prefect 
in a rage. ‘ Well, I add my malediction. I say. 
Damn your Jew ! ’ And he shut the door in the 
face of the watch. 

The Lieutenant was hungry. If his chief could 
damn the Jews, so could he. 

‘ Corporal,’ says he, ‘ I am going to supper. 
Do what you like with the Jew, so long\s you 
put him decently away when you have finished. 
Good-night,’ 

The Corporal conferred with his men. Here 
was the Jew — what should they do with him ? 
One of the archers suggested a source pf profit. 
He might be shown in the wine-shops at a quattrino 
a head. Agreed. Off they set. 
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They showed ^him at the Codalunga — ^^ere 
were some low-browed hovels there, as was^sual 
about the gates : the Jew did well. Ther-^ they 
skirted the walls by the Riviera Santa Sofia, tfied 
him at the outer gate of the Carmin^ worked 
their way Yrom tavern to tavern, till they came to 
the Vicolo Agnus Dei. It was a thousand pities 
Matteo was drunk in bed ; he Iiad quattrin’i 
enougji and would not have missed the treat for* 
the world. Ippolita, \yhimpering in hers, won- 
dered \^hat the buzzing and sliding of shoes in the 
street below could be about. She had troubles*of 
her own, poor girl, but she tould not stand this. 
Up she got : a single glance out 6f window was 
enough. She shuffled on a shift and a petticoat, 
snatched a shawl and tiptoed out. Annina, her 
bosom-friend, had no troubles. •She was half 
undressed, but she too slipped a shawl over her 
head and went peering into •the alley. There she 
met Ippolita, and joined hands. Flaming torches, 
a swarm of eager black heads, whispers, grunting, 
the archers’ plumed helmets — ‘Madonna! What’s 
all this ? ’ cried the two girls together in a stew of 
curiosity. A dead Jew ? A murdered Jew O 
Gesu ! They borrowed a quattrino apiece from 
a neigikbour and were richly rewarded. Ah, the 
blood, the staring, his grey old fingers! There 
was a something, if you like, to talk about at the 
house-door; and* a something to dream of, per 
Bacco ! I believe the Jew engulfed all her annoy- 
ances of the past and all her fret* over the 
immediate future. * 

When they had done with him came the 
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question of his interment. It was the small hours, 
very vear the time to relieve guard. The Jew’s 
hosts fiund themselves out by the Porta Santa 
Crdce — an empty quarter of the town, abounding 
in gardeijs. 

‘Over the wall with him,’ said the* Corporal, 
‘ive’ll plant him here.’ It was done. The Jew, 
;who, by the look of him, had earned more money 
‘an hour after death than in all the years ^of his 
life, was put a foot and a half underground among 
the pumpkins in a garden of the Via di'Vanzo. 
Pddua went to sleep. 



IV 

IPl^HTA LIFTS UP HER EYES TO THE HILLS 

> > 

• 

Waking from a late troubled sleep, Ippqlita 
fdutid her littl<! room possessed by three noble 
ladies — Emilia Malaspina, Euforbia di Ponterotto, 
and Domenica di Campodarsego — dressed all in 
saffron and white (her sacred colours, they told 
her), who announced themselves, wkh much kneel- 
ing and folding of arms over breasts, as her 
handmaids. ‘ Sagro cuor dj Gesu ! ’ thought -poor 
Ippolita, ‘ what a way to undo me ! ’ But aloud 
she only murmured, ‘ Xante grazie, gentildonne,^ 
and got out of bed. 

They had prepared for her a scented bath, 
into which, in her dazed condition, she entered 
without overmuch persuasion. True, she thought 
to find her death in so much water, and crossed 
herself vehemently when first it touched her back ; 
but there might be worse deaths (she supposed)^ 
than drowning for a poor girl bought and ‘sold, 
and not so very long ago a Jew had been baptized 
in Santa Giustina in water up to his «ieck. No- 
thing, however, would induce her to sit down. 
They dressed her then in silk, tired and garlanded 
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her 'hair, put a gold chain round her neck, silken 
shoes\pn her feet — talking in quick whispers to 
each'oK^er all the time; &nd so announced with 
curtsies that she might enter the litter as soon as 
she woul(^ She was at the disposition of these 
ladies, was her faltered reply. Emilia \<^aved her 
hand out of the little window ; chords of music 
pounded from' the street ; the voices of men and 
ladies rose upon a madrigal — 

‘ Fior’ di Maggio — Soaye, pio e saggio — Salve, 
Ippolita ! ’ — the work of Alessandrojs mu^ upon 
thit night of discord from the Jew. So she w^nt 
downstairs. * 

The Vicold Agnus Dei — a blind alley of low 
jutting houses over arcades, full of squalor, pink 
wash, children and cats — was on this early morn- 
ing ablaze witk colour and music. From wall to 
wall (and eight feet will measure that) it seemed 
packed with the nobility. Tousled heads from 
above looked down curiously on heads elaborately 
frizzed, on scarlet caps, on plumes, on garlands, 
on jewelled necks. Poverty and riches touch at 
their extremes, like houses in the South. The 
shoulders of the ladies at play were no barer than 
those of the slatterns who gaped at them playing ; 
but for Ippolita, who had always been avlecent 
girl, let us hope her blushes were a cloak. She 
felt naked. And the bath, remember; had un- 
nerved her. , 

What these neighbours of hers may have 
thought i^no concern of ours, since the actors in 
the play took no concern irt it. Twenty'picces of 
silver had bought an incomparable peg for their 
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conceits. They lyere rescuing, they said to reach 
other, a lily from the gutter, taking a jew^ from 
a dirty finger, glorifying the glorious-v-^ pious 
act which could not fail of returning honour to 
those who took honour in doing it. THe people ! 
Sacks to Be filled with garlic and black wine, liver 
and blood-puddings — grunting hc^s, let them 
keep their sty. Let them not dare (and in truth, 
it nejer occurred to them to dare) interfere with 
the diversions ®f the great. Yet as the veiled 
sacrifice* went to mount the litter, one brown- 
ey^d rascal fronj an upper window, holding a 
towel over her neck, shrilled out in homely patois, 
‘ A vederti, ’Polita mia ! ’ and Ippolita turned her 
lovely head and showed for a moment ^her shining 
wet eyes to those who watched. She smiled ten- 
derly at the send-off, but ‘ Addio, Ahnina, ,addio ! ’ 
she said softly, and turned bowing to her bov^ing 
gaolers. * 

As the swaying litter of gold and white went 
out into the Pozzo Depinto and turned up to- 
wards the Pontecorbo Gate ; as the music and 
chanting — ‘ Candida Ippolita, premio d’Amore ! 
Grazia insolita del sommo Fattore ! ’ — died away to 
a murmurous undei flow of sound, perhaps a tongue 
or two was thrust into a cheek or two, perhaps a 
bare shoulder shrugged or one shockhead wagged 
to another.* The air was sharp, beds still warm — 
whose business was it } The street was left to the 
rats and snuffing dogs again. 

But Annina had sparks of fire in her brown 
eyes, and ’panted as she tugged at her staylaces. 
It was not long before she clattered downstairs on 
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he^irlacking heels, and went to mark the cage 
they had gilded for her dear Ippolita. 

Thor’ hierophants, that Collegio d’Amore (as 
the new scyle ran), bearing in their midst the gar- 
landed victim — Goddess at once and Sacrifice — 
awoke the echoes of the streets without comment. 
The city gates were open, it is true; in some 
churches the doors stood wide for the first mass ; 
they passed a priest or so just up, a friar or so', 
furtive truants from their beds ; then, at the edge 
of the Piazza del Santo, Ippolita pe-’ping through 
her curtains saw a little company of goatherds, 
blanketed, brown - legged, shabby rogues, their 
feet white with country dust, new in from the 
hills with their flocks. They blinked to see the 
gay procession ; but wistfully, longingly she looked 
after them from her cage. They were not so 
much •market-stuflF, per Dio ! They walked at 
large over bright hill -sides, singing to the sky 
and the winds. They were not pestered with love 
or fine buzzing ladies or capering signori, who 
larded poor girls with compliments, and showed 
their teeth most when they meant least. Ah, if 
she could run away ! If she could hide with 
them, lie on the hill-sides while the goats cropped 
about her ; lie on her back, her hands au pillow, 
and sing to the sky and the winds because she was 
so happy ! The thought possessed her , she ached 
for freedom ; felt the water of desire hot in her 
mouth. The sleepy shepherds huddled in their 
rags watcned her go by ; they little knew what 
a craving the sight of their dusty ease had stirred 
in a heart whose covering was fine silk and strung 
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pearls. Her wrqngs came back upon her -like 
heaped waters of a flood. That shameful ^^th — 
ah, Soul of Christ, to strip one naked^’and let. 
souse in hot water, like a pig whose brimes must 
come off! More than songs which sh*j did not 
understand, more than compliments which made 
her feel foolish and pictures which made her look 
so, was this refined indignity. Seethed in wates 
Rke-^? dead pig — Ah, Madonna! She arrived 
sulky — if so humble-miaded a girl could be sulky ; 
defiant, suspicious, at least. 

•The place chosen for the new Collegio d’Amore 
was the Villa Venusta, whose shady garden can 
still be seen from the Riviera Biisinello. This 
garden is full of trees, myrtle, wistaria, lilac, 
acacia — flowering trees— with a complement of 
firs and shining laurel to give a settihg to so much 
golden-green and white. It has a canal on two 
sides, is a deep, leafy plac2, where nightingales 
sing day and night ; it abounds in grass lawns, 
flowers, weeping trees and marble herma. The 
villa itself is very stately, a three-storied house in 
the Venetian style, from whose upper windows 
you can command a fine stretch of country ; below 
you on either hand the Piazza del Santo, the 
Prato Alla Valle, with their enormous churches, 
pink and grey ; beyond these the city walls, the 
green plaifi ; lastly the ragged outline of th^far 
distant hills. It* has a courtyard with lemon 
trees, long, dim rooms empty of all but coolness; 
shuttered^ against the glare of noon ; above, a 
great saloon coffered m the ceiling, frescoed on 
the walls, with a dais and » throne ; an open 
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logg'rfji full of flowers ; above all t;his again, raftered 
bedrpb^is smelling of lavender. A roomy, stately 
•place m., those whose lives move easily in such 
surroundiVigs ; for Ippolita, the girl of the people, 
happy in tier dark tenement in the Vicolo, gossip 
of the upper windows, shy beckoner to the street, 
burnisher of doorposts at sundown — for Ippolita 
rfiis windy great house was a prison, neither more 
nor less. 

It was a prison, at least, condjicted according 
to the best rules of gallantry tben obtaining. 
They bowed her up the staircase Xo the refectory : 
they sat her down ahd plied her on their knees 
with fruit and cups of wine. They led her to the 
throne roorn where, high above them all, she was 
to sit, and (being crowned) hear them contend in 
verse aijd pro’se for the privilege of her love for 
the, day. It was all arranged. She was to have a 
favourite every day, fnan or maid. Favour was 
to go by merit among her slaves. The theme 
was always to be her incomparable virtues — her 
beauty, discretion, wit (poor dumb fish !), her 
shining chastity, power of biirding and loosing by 
one soft blue ray from her eyes, etc. They dis- 
played her emblems on the' walls — the peacock, 
because her beauty was her pride, her plfide her 
beauty ; doves, because they were Aphrodite’s 
birdfi ; rabbits, because the artist Understood 
rabbits ; the beaver, that glorious witness of 
virtue, who makes himself less certainly a beaver 
that he may be more safely a saint ; the beaver, 
I say, in white on a green field. Other symbols 
— the lily of her candour, the rose of her glowing 
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cheeks, the crocus of her hair, the pink anemones 
which were her toes, the almond for her fhgers : 
she saw herself articulated ; her fauna, Lfer flora, 
her moral and physical attributes cried ur her ?rom 
the four yralls. ' 

Ippolita sat very scared on her throne, and 
endured what she could by catching firmly to the 
knobs of it and blinking her eyes. One by on^ 
tbSy^* came creeping, these silken ladies, these 
slashed, and curled young lords, to kiss her hand. 

‘ Dio mio ' ’ thought she, ‘ what is all this about ? 
And are maids oourted this way among the great ’ 
She knew very little about it, yet ,was quijte sure 
they were not. She wondered when Alessandro’s 
business was going to begin. As a rqatter of fact, 
it had begun. He was now removing several 
inches of superfluous finger-nail wifh a sword. 

For the first day that same Alessandro, del 
Dardo won her to himself Ijy his descant upon the 
theme, ‘ How a gentleman may dismember himself 
without dishonour for a lady’s love ; and how not.’ 

‘Now he has me,’ thought poor Ippolita, and 
set her teeth. But he lay at her feet most of the 
day, and though at night he led her into the 
garden, if you will believe me, he never even 
kissed *fier hand. 

‘ Who is mad ’ thought she to herself, staring 
from her Tsed into the shadowy angles of the faom. 
‘ Am I mad ? Are these signori all mad ? Is this' 
a madhouse Dio ! it soon should be ^ this rate.’ 
She crie(^ herself asleep at last. 

Next day it was Meleagro who won her by a 
careful consideration of the question, ‘Whether 
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or no. when a gentleman has served a lady for ten 
year?,\nd she falls sick of the small-pox, he is ipso 
facto, a^lved of his vow ? ’ Meleagro decided 
that he w.p not, and was accepted by Ippolita, not 
because sne admired his reasoning, but because she 
thought it part of the game. 

* Next came the turn of Donna Emilia, a very 
burning poetess, for a Sapphic ode ; and so oi) 
and so on. After three days Ippolita found'* ner- 
self yawning her head off; the longing for f'-eedom 
re(;urned, for the open country, the Hills, the goat- 
herds. Not for her home in the Vicolo : this 
everlasting love-making with its after-taste of stale 
sugar had turned her sick of Padua. The whole 
city, to her mind, reeked of bergamot ; she guessed 
a fawning lover at every street corner, a pryer at 
every wifidov/ — basta, basta, la citta ! 

No : it was to the hills she lifted up her eyes, 
to the hills and the swart goatherds free of their 
mystery. That riviera across the canal, where the 
budding planes made a mist of brown and rose, 
was a favourite haunt of theirs. There they 
assembled and milked their goats, thence set out 
homewards at night. Sitting in the pleached 
arbours, with two adoring ladies at her feet and a 
little cluster of youths behind and beside her, she 
used to peer long and earnestly through the 
bratt^hes to see them collect their flocks and start 
for the hills at dusk. Lithe, brown, sinewy lads 
they were I What long legs they had, with what 
bravery wore their ragged cloaks ! One carried a 
great bulging skin under his arm — bagpipes 1 She 
was sure they made good music to each other in 
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the green country, places. Very early in the morn- 
ing she heard them come in ; they were known by 
their bells. She jumped out of her luxurious bed 
at the first tinkle, and was at the shutte/ watching 
for them before ever they rounded the a^igle of the 
Ponte della Morte. There they came ! colour of 
dust, with the straggling goats following after irw a 
cloud of it. Her impulse was to fling wide tl\e 
cSS^nent, hold out both her arms, call to them 
with al] her might, ‘ Ha ! help, in the name of the 
Trinity ! Take me with you to the green hills. 
I am weary of life in this place ! ’ 'Phen, knovflng 
she could not, she would Iiold herself back by 
main force, stare about her, run back, throw her- 
self on the bed, lie there sobbing wildly, and so be 
found by her ladies who^ came to put her in that 
detestable bath. She was sure her •skin was being 
rotted by so much water ; she used tc 5 * feel her 
arms and thighs secretly •to see if they *were 
palpably more flabby. It stood to reason that the 
water must soak in — where else could it go to ! 
She thought that she walked like a bladder, sup- 
posing a bladder were to take itself legs. The 
whole affair was clean abominable ; but she saw no 
way out. 

TITS" way came. 



V 

ANNINA AS PEMIURT/E 

I'riEY held a tournament in the courtyard of the 
villa ; quite a concourse thronged the painted 
lists. Ippolita", a miracle of rose and gold, in a 
white gauzy robe, her hair crowned with daisies, 
was Queen oT Love and Beauty, fanned by ladies 
in red. Del Dardo tilted with Vittore Marzipane, 
Gottardd^ de’ Brancacci with Giacomo Feo, a young 
lion 'from the Romagna. Messer Meleagro very 
nearly fell off his horse. They were all in gilt 
armour, their steeds blazoned with peacocks ; but 
there was no dust, for the ground had been wetted 
with rosewater ; no bones were broken and no 
blood drawn. The gallants of the Quattrocento 
could not abide what gave the salt to their grand- 
fathers’ feasts. They had other ways of dtciding 
issues which appeared satisfactory ; and when at 
the gnd the conquering champion went down on 
,his tvto knees before the throne, when Ippolita 
with deprecating hands and downcast eyes rose 
timidly to "crown him, the silver trumpets pealed 
as shatteringly as ever over a blood-fray,* and the 
company cried aloud to the witnessing sky, ‘ Evviva 
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Ippolita Bella ! ’ • They could have done no more 
for a sheaf of broken necks. « 

This was a great day ; but at the cloje of, it its 
glorious Occasion locked herself into Ij^r chamber 
with brejithless care, and sat tearful by the window, 
with crisping hands and heaving bosom, watchful 
of the happy idlers she could see <afar off in the 
broad green Prato. Under the shimmering tre^s 
walked mothers, whose children dragged at 
their sJcirts to tnake them look ; handfasted lovers 
were there ; a lad teased a lass ; a girl hun<;hed 
her shoulder to provoke more teasing. An old. 
priest paused with a finger in his breviary to smile 
upon a heap of rajgged urchins tumbling in the 
dust. The air breathed benevolence, the peace of 
afternoon, the end of toil. Round about, so still 
and easeful after the day’s labour, were /he white 
houses, green-shuttered, half hidden in tKe trees ; 
the minarets, the domes, the coursing swallows : 
over them the golden haze of afternoon, a sky 
yellowing at the edge, beams of dusty sunlight 
coming slant-wise, broad pools of shadow ; further 
still, the far purple shoulders of the hills. Ah, 
those velvet-sided, blue-bathing, bird-haunted, 
wind-kissed hills ! 

But what was that ? The jangle of little bells 
— the goatherds were going out of the city ! Thb 
poor prisoner then, this watched and weary b^Sluty, 
whispered to hers'elf of her despair. ‘ Oh, Madonna,* 
Madonna, Madonna,’ she fretted, ‘ let pie go I ’ 

As. Ijy miracle they announced a visitor : one 
Annina, a girl of the town. Would her Majesty 
see her.^ 
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Ah, Heaven ! but her Majesty would ! In 
came, staring and breathing hard, a brown-eyed 
girl with a shawl over her head, below it a blue 
stuff gowq, below all a pair of sturdy bare legs. 

‘ Corpaccio ! that’s a lady ; that’s never my 
’Polita,’ she stammered when she saw the white 
silk wonder of the room, the jewels in her neck, 
tlie chains of gold, the bosom. 

‘ Oh, Annina ! Annina ! it is, it is your ‘floor 
Ippolita,’ panted the beauty, and fell into ^he red 
arnjs of her friend. 

‘ Sakes ! dear sakes ! thou’lt spoil thy glory, my 
lovely dear,’ cried the'other ; ‘ but there then, but 
there then, there’s nothing to wail about. Tell 
me the trouble, tell thy good 'Nannina ! ’ So she 
petted her, like a mother, her child. 

Donn^ Euforbia stood confused, but dutiful 
ever. ’ ‘ Has her Majesty any further com- 
mands ? ’ 

‘ Grazie, grazie,’ said her kissing Majesty, 
‘ niente ! ’ and so was left alone with all that she 
held true in Padua. 

‘ Oh, come, Nannina, come and sit with me ; 
come to the window — let us have the air.’ She 
led her there. ‘ O lasso ! ’ ' said she then, and 
sighed ; ‘ how good it is to see thee, childT’ 

Before the other could let out a ‘ Madonna ! ’ 
she ‘H^gan her plaint. ‘ They give me no rest, 
“Nannina, no rest at all. Day Fong, night long, 
they are at^their postures. I am dressed, undressed, 
put to bed, taken out, fed, watered, like a,pcit dog. 
They put me in a bath, they do my hair out every 
day : to get me up in the morning according to 
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their fancies is an hour and a half s work for three 
ladies. Figure it ! ’ 

‘ Christian souls ! ’ cried Nannina, ‘ a^hatls the 
meaning of this ? A bath ? What, wjjter ? ’ 

‘ FulLto the brim with water, on the faith of a 
Catholic. Of course, if this continues I must die.’ 

‘ Oh, sicuro, sicurissimo ! ’ she agreed. ‘ This 
is very serious, Ippolita. Eh, let me feel you. 
you ever dry, my poor child ? ’ 

‘ D»y to the* touch, 'Nannina, dry to the touch. 
But it is within my body I fear it. I must be 
scJdden, dearest.* 

‘ Send for a. priest, Ippolita. That is the only 
chance. But, remember, when they have washed 
you they put clothes upon you like these. Ah, 
but it is worth a girl’s while to hayj silk upon her, 
and these chains, and these pearls. Corpaccio ! 
there is no Madonna in Pa(iua with such stones as 
these, nor any bishop either, upon my faith ! ’ 

Ippolita shook her beautiful head. ‘ They are 
not worth the price of all that smelling water,’ she 
complained. ‘ Try it, Nannina, before you speak. 
Seriously, I am very unhappy. Let me tell you 
something.’ 

‘ No — come nearer. I’ll whisper.’ 

The ,two heads were very close together>^ 
Nannina’s eyes became a study — attentioi;, *sus-^ 
picion, justifie(^ prophecy, hopefulness ; then 
saucerfuls of sheer surprise to smother svery other 
emotiorw. 

‘ Ma ! Impossibile ! And they have never ? ’ 

‘ Never so much as a finger.’ 
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‘ But what ? Are they ? Don’t they ? ’ 

Ippolita shrugged, pouting. ‘ Chi lo sa ? I 
tell you, Nannina, I shall go mad in this place.’ 

‘ And ^ hy not ? ’ cried the other, with a snort. 
‘ You have examples enough about you„ my con- 
science ! What is all their singine and stuff 
abbut ’ 

‘ I think it is about me, Nannina.’ 

‘ And their disputing ? ’ 

‘ It is about me.’ 


‘ And the rhymes ? ’ 

‘ They are about me.’ 

‘ And you have never ? ’ 

‘ Never, never, never ! ’ 

‘ What, not in the garden even ? ’ 

‘ No, never, I tell you. Only my hand.’ 

‘ You(j hand — pouf! The nightingales sing 
there, I'suppose.’ 

‘ All night.’ 

‘ And there is moonlight ? ’ 

‘ Floods of moonlight.’ 

‘ Dio ! Dio Santissimo ! ’ cried Nannina, striking 
her friend on the knee, ‘ you must be out of this, 
Ippolita ! This is unwholesome : I like not the 
smell of this. Faugh, fungus 1 Mawkish ! I 
will see your father this very night.’ 

Ippolita shook her head again. ‘ My father is 


paicf’by these signori.’ 

‘ Then the priest must do it. * Father Corrado 
must do it* 

‘ He dare not.’ , 

‘ A convent ? ’ 


‘ No, never ! That is worse than this. But 
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— oh, Nannina ! if I dared I would do such a 
thing.’ 

‘ Well, let me hear. If it can be done it" shall 
be done.’ 

‘ Ah,’ sighed Ippolita, with a hand on her heart, 

‘ ah, but It cannot be done ! ’ 

‘ Then why speak of it ? ’ 

‘Because I want so much to do it. Listen.’ 
*^Then Ippolita, clinging to her friend’s neck, 
whispered her .darlings thought. The goatherds 
on the hills ! There was freedom — clean, un- 
trammelled freedom ! No philandering, for no tine 
would know she was a girl ; no ceremony, no 
grimacing, no stiff clothes ; no hair-tiring — she 
must cut off her hair — no bathing, ah. Heaven ! 
If she might go for a few months, ’a few weeks, 
until the hue and cry was over, imtil the signori 
had thought of a new game ; then she would come 
back, and her father would • be so glad of her that 
he would not beat her more than she could fairly 
stand. It was a great scheme ; indeed it was the 
only way. But how to do ? How to do 

‘ I suppose it is a dream of mine,’ sighed she, 
knotting her fingers in and out of the gold 
chains. 

Nififfrtha said nothing, but frowned a good 
deal. ‘ I see that you are not safe in Padua,’ she 
said in the end. ‘ You are really too handsome^ 
my child. You ‘couldn’t show your nose vfithout.- 
being known and reported. You must go outside 
if you are to be in peace.’ • 

‘ Butf I can’t go, Nannina ; you know it as well 
as I do.’ 
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‘ I am not so sure. Do you mean what you 
say, Ippolita ? ’ 

‘ Ah, Nannina ! ’ 

‘Then ^ou shall go. It so happens that I 
know one* of those goatherds — a rough lout of a 
fellow called Petruccio. I could tell him that 
a youngster had got into trouble in the city and 
wanted to lie q*uiet for a week or two. I can do 
if, Ippolita.’ 

‘ Oh ! And will you, will you K’ 

‘Corpaccio ! If you mean business.* 

•I mean nothing else.’ 

‘ Then it is done.’ • 

They clung ‘together and kissed. Annina was 
to return the next evening at die same hour. 

That night it was remarked on all sides that 
Ippolita’s beauty had never been so disastrous, her 
eyes so .starry bright, her colour so fire-flushed. 
Mess’er Alessandro, who loved her like a maniac, 
went shivering out alone into the moonlit garden 
to expostulate with Nature. ‘ Thou hast formed, 
most cruel Mother,’ cried he, ‘an image of thy 
fatal self, whose eyes are sharp swords, and her 
breath poison of ineffable sweetness ; whose con- 
summate shape killeth by n>ere splendour ; to 
whose tint of bright fire every arm must stfBtch as 
moth to flame, and by it be blasted. All this thou 
hast done,, and not yet content, hast set fhis glory 
80 lowVhat all may reach for it, and yet so remote 
that none can touch. Burning-pure is my Beloved, 
at whose aplJ>roach I faint. What hard miracle is 
this of thine. Goddess, that all must love ahd none 
be found worthy ? ’ See here, we may reflect, as 
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Alessandro beats his resounding forehead, to what 
a pass poetry may bring a youth, who buys for 
twenty ducats what twenty thousand cannot' give 
him the use of. Pygmalion made a woman one day, 
moulding all her gracious curves as his experience 
taught hitn. There went his twenty ducats. But 
not he could warm that image into glowipg 
flesh, however much he sang to if and hymned, 
^at was another’s affair. So here. * 

Annina camg on the morrow, full of secrecy and 
other things, more equivocal still in appearance. 
Pi^er burden proved, however, to be a bundle of 
rags which, she assured Ippolita, represented all 
that was necessary to the perfect goiatherd. * 

‘ We will do what we can here, child,’ said she, 

‘ in the way of staining your skin, cutting off your 
hair and such like. Then you shaH veil and come 
into the garden with me ; but whereas •ypu shall 
come in as the Madonna of»the heathens, you 'shall 
leave, per Dio, as Silvestro, who murdered the 
Jew in the Via della Gatta and has to hide in the 
hills. Do you remember him, Ippolita ? ’ 

‘ Of course I do,’ said Ippolita. ‘ Have I 
killed that Jew, Annina ? ’ 

‘ It is to be understood, my dear. Now come, 
there is- oTerything to arrange.’ 

There was indeed. Del Dardo would have 
swooned ‘to see how Annina handled Ijis Uoap^ 
proachable. Her burnished hair was off with a. 
clip or two of the great shears ; a mixture of soot 
and walnut-juice hid up her roses, and transformed 
her ivofy limbs to the similitude of a tanner’s. 
Ippolita did not know herself. Veiled up close. 
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she crept into the garden with her confidante, and 
in a bower by the canal completed her transforma- 
tion.' Not Daphne suffered a ruder change. A 
pair t>f ragged breeches, swathes of cloth on her 
legs, an old shirt, a cloak of patched clouts, shape- 
less hat of felt, sandals for her feet, shod* staff for 
hejr hand — behold the peerless Ippolita, idol of 
half Padua, turned into a sheepish, over -grown 
boy in tatters, whose bathing could only have be«fr 
in sweat, and the scent of his^ garments the 
rankness of goats. On the floor in a, shining heap 
lay ‘the silk robes, the chains and jewels, oi\ly 
witness with Annina, of what had been done. 
That saYiie Annina clasped in her arms the tall boy. 

‘ Oh, my dear, my dear ! ’ she said, half sobbing, 

‘ if any ill should come out of this I shall kill 
myself’ 

‘No. U 1 will come, Nannina, believe me,’ 
replied Ippolita, quite calm. ‘ You are sure they 
expect me ? ’ 

‘ I see them on the riviera now. Slip into the 
boat. I will put you across.’ 

On the other bank, Ippolita was received by the 
herd-boys, all agog to see the champion who had 
killed the Jew. 

‘ Addio, Silvestro,’ said Annina, keeph/g* up the 
play. 

‘Addio, Nannina,’ said Silvestro, with a chuckle. 

‘ Ak we ready, boys ? ’ Petruccio called out, 
turning about him. ‘ We must be careful what 
we’re doing.’ 

‘ Hist, Silvestro,’ whispered one, with a*nudge ; 

‘ did he bleed much ^ ’ 
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CoSti tcrnbile e flood ! Silvestro spread out 
his hands. 

‘ Cristo ! The glory of it ! ’ 

‘ Valentino, I scrag you, my man, if you speak 
of the Jew till we are out of the Porta San Zuan,’ 
growled Petruccio the leader; ‘Avanti!’ And 
the drab-coloured crew moved off towards tbc 
sunset. 



VI 

SILVESTRO 

Tme guard at the Porta San Zuari let them go 
unheeded ; one ragamuffin more or less made no 
odds. ’ The heart of the new-born Silvestro gave 
a great bound as they cleared ,the gate, and she saw 
before her the straight white road with its border 
of silver stems and the spreading tent -roof of 
golden green. These stems were so obviously 
like the pillars of a cljurch that Silvestro ventured 
to remark as much to her neighbour — a broad- 
faced, thick fellow, not quite her own height, but 
twice as big in the girth. His mouth was large, 
his eyes were small and rather hot. He blinked 
a good deal, was very sulky, and met her advances 
with a grunt. ‘ Chi lo sa ? ’ was as far as he 
would go along with her in the matt^^r of tree- 
trunks. 

^ It was annoying. Every one had seemed 
friendly at first. But being free, she could not 
feel daunted long ; and at the second bend of the 
road the hills sailed into full vision — the solemn 
hills in a long line of peak and hollo\y, velvety, 
dark, and brooding sleep, like a bank of cloud edging 
114 
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the pale sky. The frogs were singing vespers in 
the ditches, the sharp chorus of the cicalas shrilled 
on all sides. At the sight of this enormous calm 
Silvestro forgot rebuffs. For a murdeper he was 
in a very cheerful humour : he began to sing ; 
soon he had all the boys (except that blinker) rapt 
to attention. Andrea slewed round his bag and 
pipes and began upon a winding air they all sang, 
going at a trot. The goats pricked up their ears ;* 
they too began to amble ; it became a stampede. 
The sunVent down behind Monte Venda, the bats 
carrje flickering .out, the great droning co<?k- 
chafers dropped on the road like splashes of rain. 
The night found them still far from Abano, but 
still talking and nearly all friends. Silvestro was 
hand-in-hand with Petruccio and another boy, 
called Mastino because he was heaVy-jowled and 
underhung. Their tongues wagged against each 
other about nothing at all. Silvestro strengthened 
his position by hints and shrewd winks, but it 
was decided that the Jew should be kept for 
the night fire. That was too choice a morsel 
to be eaten on the road ; that must be rolled on 
the palate, to get the flavours. It was a pity, 
certainly, about the pig -eyed boy, who snorted 
whenever the exploit was mentioned — but ‘ never 
mind him,’ thought Silvestro ; ‘ I have all the 
others.’ • . • 

They passed through Abano ; Monte Ortone 
was ahead, a spur of the great body of the hills. 

‘ There’s the hermit’s candle,’ said Petruccio. 
A twinkHng light showed deep in the trees. 
‘There was a most excellent miracle there — the 
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Blessed Virgin in a tree. Two girls saw her and 
thov^ht she was a kite entangled. But they 
fetched a priest from Abano, and he knew better. 
So then "they built an oracle or some such place, 
and paid a hermit to pray there. And now, 
whoever has ague, or is with child, or h^th bandy- 
legged children, or witch-crossed cows, always goes 
there ; and the hermit cures them. That was* 
money well laid out, I suppose.’ 

‘ Per Bacco ! ’ cried Andrea, ‘ Pll tell you some 
more. Did you ever hear of Monna Betta’s short 

leg?’ ... 

Petruccio cuffed 'him well. ‘ A palsy on her 
leg, and a palsy strike thee,’ he thundered, ‘ if with 
thy old women’s tales we miss the path ! Go 
drive the goats in, thick -chops, and stay that 
clapper of thhie till they ask for a crow-keeper. 
Move nfSw, be off ’ 

‘ ’Tis a hard thing, Petruccio,’ blubbered 
Andrea, ‘ if one may not tell the honour of his 
own land to a stranger.’ 

But Petruccio sent him flying with grit in 
his ear. 

By a brambly path they dimed Monte Ortone — 
Petruccio first, the others after him, the new-comer 
as best might be, then musically the goats.' That 
round-faced, blinking boy, whom they called 
Castracane, was behind Silvestro now, much 
diverted by her panting efforts to go up with- 
out panting what he could rise on with closed 
mouth ahd scarcely any sharper whistling at the 
nose. 

‘ Hey, comrade,’ said he, grinning, ‘ one sees 
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that the Jew’s stair was. easier going for thee than 
Ortone.’ And he prodded her with his staff.. 

This was not friendly. Ippolita did her b^st to 
humour him. ‘ I go up as well as I can, Castra- 
cane,’ she said. ‘ But do you go first if you will.’ 

‘ Nay, nay,’ he replied, with a chuckle ; ‘ I 
make very good practice in the rejr.’ So sayihg 
he caught her ankle in the crook of his staff, and 
brought her down into the bushes like a running 
ram. , • ♦ 

Silvestro was hurt in his feelings ; all the ^est 
laughed ; his la^e-won empire seemed slipping. 
And it was very strange treatment /or the. Queen 
of the Collegio d’Amore, if wholesome. She arrived 
wet and breathless at the top, feeliiig moreover 
that she must by all means make a friend of this 
ugly fellow. * 

The fire was made, the pAt put ont the. pot 
boiled. Then for a time, though jaws worked 
like mill-clappers, it was to better purpose than 
words. But when the last shred of garlic or last 
gobbet of pork had been fished up, when the wine- 
skin was flabby, the last crust’s memory faded from 
the toothpick, Petruccio slapped Silvestro on the 
knee. 

‘ Now, comrade,’ cried he, ‘ we’ll have the Jew 
for dessert.’ 

‘ The Jew, the Jew ! Now for the Jev^ ! ’ went 
the chorus. 

Silvestro coloured. ‘ The Jew ? Eh, well, I 
killed him — ecco ! ’ 

The flaming logs Tit up a ring of tense, pale 
faces — not one of which, Silvestro saw, would rest 
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content with that. The Interrogatories began, a 
dropping fire of them. 

‘,How did you do it ’ 

‘ With' my knife, of course.’ 

‘ Where did you strike ? ’ 

‘Under the ribs. I took him by his great 
g'oat’s beard, the old dog, and jerked up his head — 
,»o. Then I drove in between his ribs — ping ! ’ 
Surely that would do ? Not at all. 

‘ The left ribs ? ’ 

, ‘ Ah ! ’ 

‘ Did he gurgle ? ' 

‘ Didn’t he,! ’ 

‘ Blood choked him — eh ? * 

‘ Per Barco I ’ 

‘ You stabbed him on the stair ?’ 

‘ Gia 1 ’ ** 

f Dld^e roll do.vn ’ 

‘ No, no ; he just lay where he fell.’ 

‘ Why did you kill him ? ’ said Castracane 
suddenly — bolt upright. 

This was awkward. Silvestro fenced. ‘ Eh, 
corpo di Bacco, why does one kill the Jews ? ’ 

The others at first took the same side. Why, 
indeed ? The question seemed absurd^ Did they 
not crucify young children, and eat them after- 
wards.^ Did they not kill Gesu Cristo ? Every- 
body krfows that they did ; and, as for proof, look 
at them with a dish of pork. Ugh ! 

But Castracane blinked his small eyes, and held 
to it. 

‘ Did you kill him because of Gesu Cristo ? ’ 
he asked. 



VI IPPOLITA IN THE*HILLS 119 

Silvestro shrugged. . ‘ It was partly that, of 
course.’ . 

‘ What else ? ’ . 

Silvestro grew hot — desperate. Why, after all, 
would one kill a Jew Something must be urged, 
something solid. 

‘ There was Annina, you know,’, said Silvestro, 
at his wit’s ends. s 

‘ Annina — that girl you were with ? What of 
her ’ Castrac&ne lickod his lips. 

‘ Well, this Jew, you must understand, wa^ a 
limber young feHow ’ 

‘Young!’ shouted the other. ,‘You told me 
he had a great grey beard like a goat.’ 

‘ It wasn’t very grey — not so grey. as a goat’s. 
Well, he was always following Annina about, 
making her presents, cadging for favours. 
Accidente ! I couldn’t stand *lt, you must know. 
So, thinking of Annina, and of Gesu Cristo, and 
one thing and another, I decided to follow him 
back to the Via Gatta — and so I did.’ 

Andrea leaned forward, hoarsely whispering 
(blessed diversion 1) — 

‘ Say, Silvestro, what colour was the Jew’s 
blood ? ’ 

Silvestro opened wide those blue eyes, which had 
wrought such havoc among the Paduan nobility. ^ 

‘ Black’ Andrea 1 ’ he whispered again*; ‘ black 
as pig’s blood ! ’ 

Andrea crossed himself. ‘ Pio Christo,’ he 
prayed, ‘ let me kill a Jew some day ! ’ 

Even* then Castracane, the sceptic, was not 
satisfied. 
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‘ All I know is,’ said .he, ‘ fehat I saw a Jew 
cutting bread at the Albero Verde last Martinmas, 
and he slipped into his own thumb, and came off 
as red as a dog’s tongue. Bah ! ’ 

‘ Damn the Jew,’ said Petruccio, ,yawning ; 
‘ let’s go to sleep, boys.’ 



VII 

CASJRACANE 

She woke early^ with the full light of day in* her 
eyes. She felt tired, but i.ot inert, languid and 
luxurious, rather, and explored to the full the 
happiness of stretching. Round about her were 
huddled the drowsy boys; on the slopes of the 
steep place where she lay she coutd see the goats 
browsing on lentisk and junipe**, acanthus, bramble, 
mountain-ash. Misty on the blue plain lay Padua, 
a sleeping city, white and violet — remote now and 
in every sense below her and her concerns. The 
sky was without cloud, very pale still, glowing 
white at the edge ; the sun not yet out of the 
sea. The freshness of the air fanned her de- 
liciously ; larks were climbing the sky singing 
their * prick -song, scores of finches crossed the 
slopes, dipping from bush to bush. Ippolita 
clasped her hands behind her head, a»d looked' 
lazily at all this early glory. The freedom* of her* 
heart seemed explicit in that of her limbs. What 
she could do with her legs, for instan*ce ! How 
she covfld sprawl at ease ! She was just like all 
the others — as ragged, as dirty, at least ; and soon 

I2I 
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she would be as brown. Oio bupno, the splendid 
life qf a goatherd ! 

Then she found that Castracane was watching 
her out of .one wicked eye. He had rolled over 
on to his belly, his face lay sideways on his hands ; 
one eye was shrewdly on her. She considered 
him, rather scared, out of the corner of hers. 
Qecidedly he was a sulky boy — you might say 
an enemy. As unconcernedly as she could she 
got up, stretched herself with elaborate ease, and 
strqlled off along the edge of the hill. Castra- 
cane followed her ; she affected not to know it ; 
but her, heart began tto quicken, and when he was 
close beside her she found that she had to look at 
him. 

‘ Good morning, Castqacane,’ says Silvestro. 

He grunted.* ‘ Look here, Silvestro,’ he began, 

‘ abojat th&t Jew ’ 

The accursed Jew, 'who, so far from denying 
the resurrection of the dead, seemed a standing 
proof of it ! Was she never to have done with 
the Jew ? 

‘ Well, what about him ? ' 

‘ Did you kill him or not ? That’s what about 
him.’ 

‘ I told you last night.’ 

‘ Yes, but I don’t believe it.’ 

"■*What!’ 

‘ I don’t believe it. Now then ? ’ 

Silvestro looked about for help : they were 
out of siglit of the others, and there lay Padua, 
slumbrous in the plain. It seemed as if Ca'stracane 
meant quarrelling. Well, what must be, must be. 
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‘ I don’t care whether you believe it or not. 
Now then ? ’ The blue eyes were steady ejjough 
on the black by this time. , 

‘ Look here,’ said Castracane after a pause, ‘ I’ll 
fight you if you like. That’ll settle it.’ 

Silvestro laughed nervously. ‘ Why should we 
fight, Castracane ? Besides, we have no knives. 
How can we fight ? ’ 

‘ Like this,’ said the other between his teeth. 

His left arm whipped out like a lizard’s tongue, 
and Silvestro lay flat on his back among the gstus 
flowers, seeing ink and scarlet clouds. 

‘ Stick a Jew indeed ! ’ cried Casj:racane, ‘ Stick 
a grandmother ! Why, you’re as soft as cheese ! ’ 

Silvestro’s shoulders told a tale. He had turned 
on his face, but his shoujders were enough. Lord, 
Lord, look at that ! Scorn in his* conqueror gave 
way to amazement, amazenS;nt to dfsg^ist, dis- 
gust to contempt. Last came pity. Who’d have 
thought such a leggy lad such a green one.? He 
was crying like a girl. Castracane had no malice 
in him : he was sorry for those sobbing shoulders. 
He stooped over the wreck he had made, and 
tried to put it together again. 

‘ Come, Silvestro,’ he said gruffly, ‘ I never 
meant to hurt you.’ 

The wet face was up in a moment — red and 
wet and angry. • 

‘ It’s not that ! It’s not that ! I never killed 
the Jew — there! But I was a stranger, and I 
tried to be friendly, and you hated me. I hate 
being hated. Why should you hate me .? Wha't 
have I done ? ’ 
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This was too subtle ^or thp youth. ‘ The 
trouljle was,’ he said, ‘ that I hit you in the right 
place. That’s the knock-out blow, that one. 
Morte di ►Ercole, and down you went ! Well, 
I’m sorry ; will that do ? ’ 

‘ Yes, yes — I want no more. Let us be friends, 
Castracane.’ 

^ ‘ Benissimo.’ 

He helped his late enemy up ; they kissed 
each other, then sat together on <;he grass — ad- 
mirable friends. 

‘So you didn’t kill the Jew..?’ Castraca«ie 
began. , ‘ I knew it 1 » But what did you do to run 
away ? ’ 

‘ Ah, you mustn’t ask. Indeed, I can’t tell 
you. It was rather bad.’ . 

Castracane Iboked keenly at his new friend. 
‘ Wa^ it*a*girl .? ’ heisaid. 

Silvestro blushed. ' Yes, it was a girl.’ 

‘ Ah, ah ! Then I say no more. I like girls 
myself. But they get you into trouble quicker 
than anything. You would rather not tell me 
any more — quite sure .? ’ 

* ‘ No, I can’t indeed. Let’s talk of somefhing 
else. How old are you .? ’ 

‘Seventeen.’ 

‘ I’m not sixteen yet. Is Castracane your real 
nalTTe ? ’ • ^ ' 

• Castracane looked pleased. 

‘I’m glad you asked. No ; they call me that 
among our*selves, because of a little knack I have ; 
but my name is Pilade.’ *• 

‘ That’s a very nice name,’ said Silvestro. 
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‘ I believe you — it’s^a splendid name. There’s 
no better. It’s the name of a Roman — Emperor 
of Rome and Sultan of Padua he was — who killed 
a giant called Oreste, having first caiised Him to 
become .a Christian.’ 

‘ But \vhy did he kill him when he had made a 
Christian of him ? ’ asked Silvestro, greatly in- 
terested ; ‘ or why did he make him a Christian^f 
he was going to kill him ? ’ 

‘ Pouf ! What questions ! ’ cried Castracane. 
‘ He made him a Christian because he was a good 
Catholic himself; and killed him for being a giant, 
of course. Or take it this way. If he hadn’t 
been a Christian, how could he have made a good 
death ? He couldn’t, naturally. So the Emperor 
christened him first, and killed him afterwards — 
ecco ! It’s always done like that, \hey tell me.’ 

‘ I see it now,’ said Sil\'e»:tro ; ‘ it* was ,very 
fine. I like your name of Pilade best. I shall 
always call you that if you will let me.’ 

‘ Call me what you like,’ says Pilade. ‘ Let’s 
go and wake the others. ‘I’m as hungry as the 
devil with all this talking.’ 

The result of this was that Silvestro became 
Pilade’s foot -boy, his slave. The lout was ih 
clovef ; nothing could have suited him so well. 
No more goats to herd in the heat of the day — 
Silvestro 'would do it ; no share of fonaging for 
him ; no more milk to carry into the valley ; no 
more fires to make up ; nor strays to follow ; nor 
kids to carry to new pastures — Silvestro would 
do it. The luxurious rascal lay out the daylighe 
stretched on his back with his hat over his eyes ; 
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he woke only for his meals. He would not be at 
the pains even to swathe his own ’legs or strap his 
own sandals. Silvestro, bathed in sweat, his fair 
skin burnt ^ and blistered, his delicate hands and 
smooth legs scratched by brambles, his slender 
neck bowed beneath the weights he caVried on 
shoulders stretched to cracking point — Silvestro 
worked from daVn to dusk, rejoicing in the thank- 
less office. Thankless it was, since Master Pilade 
took no sort of notice ; yet^ Silvestro gave thanks. 
Pilade allowed the other to stoop to his shoe-ties, 
to wind the swathes about his sfurdy calves, ,to 
carry his very cloak «and staff, while he slouched 
along with hands deep in breeches’ pockets, and 
his hat pulled down to his no^e. Silvestro would 
proudly have* carried him too, had that been pos- 
sible. Most uftmanly of Silvestro, all this ; but 
the rogue* he pette* was too snug to consider it. 
At tlie falling-in of night, having his belly full of 
meat and drink (which Silvestro had prepared and 
served him with), he might, if the mood took 
him, pull out his reed pipe. 

‘ Silvestro,’ he might say, ‘ you have been useful 
to-day ; perhaps I’ll play you something.’ 

' And the beautiful Silvestro (tanned counter- 
part of the Glorious Ippolita) would hang* upon 
the melancholy noise, and observe with adoring 
•interest every twitch and distension of* the fat- 
“cheeked hero ; and at the end ^igh his content, 
saying — 

‘ Ah, tHank you, Pilade ; you have been very 
kind to me.’ « 

‘ The truth is,’ Pilade would allow, ‘ I am a 
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good-natured devil if you take me the right way. 
I’ll tell you what, Silvestro ; you have pleased me 
to-day. You may sleep at my feet if you “like : 
it will keep them warm, to begin with,^and you’ll 
be near me, don’t you see ’ 

‘ Thatfk you, thank you, dear Pilade,’ cried the 
enraptured Silvestro. 

The world is a very odd one,*and it is most 
true that the man who is for taming hearts should 
pursue, ostensibly, any other calling. Not that 
Pilade had that in view. He only sought to be 
corpfortable, good lad. * 



VIII 

RESURRECTION OF THE JEW 

ft 

This Idyllic state of things might Rave lasted no 
one knows how long, with Ippolfta-Silvestro filid- 
ing joy in unFeasona*ble service, and Pilade both 
ease and reason. Where either partner was so 
admirably suited it might have been interesting to 
see what would, have happened : whether Ippolita 
would have betrayed herself or Pilade found her 
out.* She was over hfad and ears in love, but he 
was vastly well served ; and there is nothing like 
content for drugging the wits. 

Things, however, fell out otherwise. The Jew, 
to begin with, fell out of the grave to which 
he had been hastily recommended, and most in- 
.securely at that. He made himself felt In a 
variety of ways, was discovered by the .gardpner in 
the Via di Vanzo, and stuck into a gutter in the 
Via Man di Ferro. He was discovered again by 
some pne who had either less tc^ do among Chris- 
tians or more among Jews than the generality in 
Padua ; ^nd this time he was carried to the Guard 
House. Being reported (reporting himself, indeed) 
to the watch, he was reported on to the Capitano, 
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by him to the ^refeqf. The Prefect put the 
Sub-Prefect, who had met him before, upon the 
look-out. 

‘ The Most Serene Republic,’ said that authority, 
‘cannot have unburied Jews adrift in the city 
withput finding out why the cemetery does not 
hold them and why the gutter does. Inquire, 
Alessandro mio, inquire ! There was a wound ig 
the man’s ribs big enough for a nest of rats.’ 

Alessandro bowed, bpt raised his fine eyebrows. 
He was at that hour most happily unhappy 
ovci: the late disappearance of his Glorious Lady. 
The peerless beauty of Padua, the incomparable 
Ippolita, was gone. His business was to devise 
dirges, monodies, laments, descortz in the Provencal 
manner; to cry ‘ Heighq ! ’ and ‘ Well-a-day ! ’ 
not ‘ Ban ! ’ or ‘ Out, haro ! ’ To Have these high 
frenzies, these straining states ol'the soul, disturbed 
by the unclaimed remains of a resolving Jew, was 
a cruel test. Yet, he reflected within himself, .if 
his piercing love survived this inquiry, it was 
founded on rock. And, indeed, Alessandro be- 
lieved that his heart was slowly turning to stone. 
He felt a curious chill there when he got up in 
the morning, a dead weight, a mass to lift with 
every choked beat. Perhaps the Jew would end 
what Ippolita had begun. If so, well. But, 
ah, Ippolita, Ippolita bella, Ippolita crudel ! Ah, 
ohime ! * 

Habit set him to work. He instructed his 
officers, he visited the gates, questiorfed, took 
notes, inspected the gutter in the Via Man di' 
Ferro, even inspected the Jew. He went to the 

K 
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Via della Gatta, to the fatal staircase ; he bullied 
two .or three landlords of two or three low taverns ; 
went to the stews, to the Ghetto ; talked very 
loud, flourished his sword, drove his men this way 
and that — in fine, did everything that becomes a 
young official of spirit. The result of his labours 
was that the Jew got posthumous fame out of all 
proportion to his merits. The city fairly hummed 
with him ; nobody talked of anything but the 
dead Jew. 

^^The goatherds, coming in by the Porta San 
Zuan a day later, were shrewd'y scrutinised, by 
the Guard. They were numbered off, their names 
taken ; they were pulled about and flustered, asked 
questions, contradicted before they had time to 
answer, and then called prevaricators because they 
said nothing ; they were, in fact, brought to that 
statp of breathless ‘hurry in which a boy will say 
anything you choose. ' This, as everybody knows, 
is the only way of getting at the truth. 

‘ There were more of you fellows the other 
night,’ said the Corporal of the Guard. ‘ Where 
are the rest of you Come now, out with it ; no 
lies here ! ’ 

'■ Petruccio, who had some sense, shammed to 
have none ; but Andrea, less happy, was a real 
fool. At this invitation he looked wise. 

‘ Castracane is not here — true, but it wasn’t 
Castricane,’ he muttered, and found his neck in a 
vice. 

‘ Who was it then, son of a pig } Who was it ^ ' 

‘ Mercy, mercy, my lord ! I will tell th3 truth ! ’ 
he whined as he twisted. 
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‘ Gesu morto I Tell anything else and I cut 
thy liver out, hound ! ’ swore the man who, held 
him. . 

‘ Ah, Dio ! 1 will ! I will ! It was Siivestro 

who killed the Jew ! ’ 

‘ You shall come with me to the Signor Sotto- 
Prefetto,’ said his holder. ‘ Therg’s a ducat for 
me in this affair,’ The poor little company wei« 
driven into the gatehouse and there pent ; but 
Andrea went dff between two archers to be ex- 
amined at greater length by Messer Alessandro, 
and to give blubbering confirmation of the fact. 
All the unfortunate particulars wrung .out of 
Siivestro on his first-night of Monte Ortone — the 
stab under the ribs, the Jew’s beard, his black 
blood, etc., etc. — were now screwed^out of Andrea, 
and went to prove his story. ^ 

‘ By the twenty - four ^ears of th^ Twelve 
Apostles,’ swore the Corporal, ‘ we’ve got him at 
last, Messere.’ 

The Sub-Prefect felt that he must act upon 
this news. So much insistence had been laid upon 
the affair by his chief, he dared not send his 
Lieutenant : he must go himself. This is wha^ 
comes, of neglecting new-killed Jews 1 he might 
have thought. He little knew what was to come 
of it. 

Two rnounted ^en, Andrea with a rope round 
his neck, himself very splendidly booted and 
cuirassed, made up a sufficient cavalcade, to fetch 
home one snivelling goatherd. It was four by^ 
the timi they were off, seven before they were 
at Abano, eight when they reached the foot of 
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Monte Ortone and faced the deep chestnut woods 
in which that precipice dips his flanks. But though 
it W!}s getting dusk there were eyes sharp enough 
on the top of the mountain to watch for what 
sharp ears had heard — a most unaccustomed 
sound in those leafy solitudes — trotting liorses and 
jingling steel. _ Castracane from the summit saw 
h all ; and what is more, guessed at once what 
Andrea in a halter meant. 



IX 

PYLA0ES FINpS HIS ORESTES 

‘ Sii-VESTRo/ called softly, without moving 
from his ambush or turning his eyes from those 
he watched, ‘ Silvestro, come here ! ’ 

The obedient stripling came eagerly, and knelt 
as close to his master as^he dared — just so as to 
touch him. * 

‘ Eccomi, Pilade,’ says he. • • • , 

‘ Get back over the bro^ as fast as you can,’ 
said his friend, ‘ and hide in the cave. Wait there 
till I come. Go now ; do as I bid you.’ 

Silvestro went at once. 

Castracane squared his jaw and waited. Every 
now and then he muttered to himself, with lazy 
lifted eyebrows. It was too much trouble to shrug.' 
‘ Poor little devil — it would be a shame ! And I 
knocked him down for nothing. And he loves 
me, per Bacco ! ^ Certainly, I have ne'^er been 
loved before — by a man, I mean — except by my 
big old mother out yonder, and she is a woman. 
Shell be sorry — she’s old — eh, she’s horribly oldj 
Accursed, most rotten ass, Andrea ! The whole 
story out of him — and a lie at that. Cospetto ! 
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I can’t let the poor lad s\xing. And I did knock 
him down — and he cried like a girl ; but not 
because I grassed him. By my soul, I’ll do it — 
th'ere theij ! ’ Then he mortised his chin in his 
brown hands, and blinked while he waited. 

He had not so very long ; but you ihight have 
given him an hour, it would have made no differ- 
ence to Castracane then. The Guard came reeking 
to the brow of the hill ; Andrea, haltered, was 
with them. Alessandro,, mopping his head and 
ci^rsing the flies, came last. 

‘ Look yonder, Marco,’ said , one. The other 
said ‘ Ha ! ’ and pou.iced upon his treasure. He 
had him by the ear, and was pricking him with 
his sabre in the fleshy parts. 

‘ Easy, friend,’ said ^astracane ; ‘ I’m not run- 
ning away.’ ' 

He went like' a sheep to the Sub-Prefect. 
Andrea watched him twittering. 

‘ What is your name, fellow ’ said that heated 
officer. 

Andrea’s eyes yearned for his mate’s. Castra- 
cane gave him a terrible look. 

‘ Silvestro is my name, Signore,’ says he ; and 
'Andrea knew his game. 

‘ We have found our bird, I think,’ said 
Alessandro, turning to his men. 

‘ Yes', Excellency, this is the lad we want. 
There was another of them — Castracane they call 
him.’ 

‘ Ah,*yes. Where is Castracane, fellow ’ 

‘ He is over Venda. Gone to Noventa, to see 
his mother,’ replied Castracane. 
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‘ Well, we don’t want him, so far as I know. 
Now, attend to *me. ^re suspected of that 

business in the Via della Gatta.’ 

Castracane shrugged. * Chi lo sa.^ ’ says ‘he. 

‘ We shall see about that. Meantime, what 
have you to urge ? ’ 

Castracane scratched his head. ‘ What would 
you have me say, Messere ? I am a poor lad. 
You are many, and I am one.’ *“ 

Alessandro. turned to his archers. ‘ Bring him 
down to the hermitage,” he said. ‘ I am going to 
eat something. Tie him up and wait for me tlfere. 
You can let the other go. This is the lad, fast 
enough. Avanti ! ’ * * 

So the shackles 'were taken off Andrea’s raw 
wrists, and transferred to Castracand' s ; the neck 
halter was shifted ; Castt-acane was bond, Andrea 
free. Then Messer Alessandr® went dojvrv the hill 
to what supper the hermit could afford. * 

In about half an hour Silvestro, who had been 
fidgeting in the cave, came out, restless to have 
stayed so long beyond sight or hearing of his 
Pilade. His reception by Andrea was shocking. 
The gaping boy sprang forward with his arms out. 

‘ Ha ! Here is a terrible affair,’ he wailed. 

‘ Ouf Castracane is taken, and for your fault ; he 
will be hanged, and for you ! Make your supper 
of it, you Jew-jerker. What sacrifice,,Dio mio!. 
There has been Viothing like it, I suppose, since, 
Giulio Cesare kissed Brutus, or Judas Gesu Cristo. 
You kissed him this morning ; you know you did ! 
You always do, you blush-faced sneak ! And Stjr- 
that kiss he has taken your sins upon him, and is 
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to be hanged. Fie, Judas, fie. Oh, Madonna 
Maria, the terrible affair !.’* 

So ending as he began, he danced about the 
hilLtdp, wringing his hands. 

But Silvestro, very pale, came quickly up, and 
laid hold of him. i 

‘ Tell me all, Andrea,’ says he ; ‘ for I know 
nothing except that I love Castracane and will save 
him. Who has taken him ? ’ 

‘It is a lord — the Sotto-Prefetto — the hook- 
nosed gentleman with thin eyebrows ; .him they call 
Mdsser Alessandro. Castracane is tied like^ a 
netted calf — his hands behind him, and them to 
his neck. What’s the good of his strength ? He 
is as strong as the town bull ; but if he writhes 
his hands he' strangles, and if he thrusts his neck 
he chokes. Ecco ! ’ 

Silvesti;o was scaring down into the valley. 
‘ Where is Messer Alessandro, Andrea ? Tell me 
quickly, for I can save Castracane.’ 

‘ He is eating with the hermit in the wood. 
But what can you do ? ’ 

‘You stay here,’ said Silvestro with decision; 
‘ that’s what you can do. I’ll go down.’ 

< The sound of breaking through undergrowth 
was followed by rapping at the hermit’s door'. 

‘ What do you want, boy ? ’ said the pious man 
to the ragged figure in the dark. 

‘ Messer Alessandro, my reverend — Messer 
Alessandro at once.’ 

‘ Are you come about the Jew ? He will hear 
n6 more. He is eating. He tells me he^ knows 
more about the Jew than he does about our holy 



IX 


IPPOLITA IN THE. HILLS 


137 

religion — which is a (^angerous state of things, 
except that he is sick to tieath of him.’ 

‘ It is not about the Jew, father,’ said Silvestro, 
out of breath. ‘ Tell him it is about — Jppofita!’ 

‘ Va bene,’ said the hermit. ‘ Stay where you are.’ 

Messes Alessandro dropped his tools with a 
clatter, wiped his mouth, beat his breast, and 
began to walk up and down the cell. 

‘ Send him in, hermit, send him in ! Forty 
ducats if he has any news, ten ducats in any case 
for bringing my thougfits from Jews on earth to 
Ippolita in paradise. Despatch, despatch, send me 
the goatherd.’ 

The pale apparition of a fair-haired boy, timid 
in rags, cloaked in* rusty black, with bandaged 
legs, and his old felt hat crushed against his breast, 
stood in the doorway. • 

‘ Oh, boy ! ’ cried Alessandrb, gesticulatwig with 
one hand, ‘ may you be my* Hermes, my swiftfoot 
messenger. Tell me what you know of the divine 
Ippolita ! ’ 

‘ I know where she is. Signor Sotto-Prefetto,’ 
says Silvestro huskily. 

‘ Tell me, by Venus and all her doves ! ’ 

For answer the blushing boy looked appealingly 
at Alessandro, with eyes so deeply, limpidly, search- 
ingly blue, with lips so tenderly parted, with a 
smile fluttering s^ timidly, and limbs so drooping ■ 
under their disguise, yet so quickly transformed 
from frightened lad’s to bashful beauty’s, that — 

‘ Saints of the Heavenly Court — alf, God of 
Love ! cried Alessandro ; and the Sub-Prefect 
fell upon his knees before the goatherd. 
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Later you might have ^een that same goatherd 
enthroned in the hermit’s armchair, his hands 
locked in his lap, his legs modestly disposed, his 
head gracefully bowed, a blush on his burnt cheeks, 
his long lashes casting a shade, his breath coming 
and going with a pretty haste — and at 'his feet a 
splendid gentleman, booted and cuirassed, who 
gpured out voluble assurances of eternal respect, 
of love undying, of the sovranty of Venus Urania, 
and the communion of beautiful minds. 

^ I will see you again ; yes, I will certainly see 
you again, since you so desire i,t,’ said Silvesfro, 
after a good deal of r this. ‘ And I will give you 
what you ask, if it is in my power. But you must 
trust me so far : you must go' away from here, and 
wait till I send word. ^ I shall owe you every 
gratitude, every reward I can give you. Now, 
however, ^you musf let me go ; and I must take 
with me the goatherd*, who is as innocent of the 
Jew’s death as I am.’ 

‘ Ah, I will do all that you wish,’ sighed 
Alessandro. ‘ Sacred lady, I will do it. But 
surely' you will have pity upon a humble slave 
who has served you long and faithfully, and now 
Is putting himself in peril for your pleasure. Pay 
me my poor fee, lady. Enrich me boundlessly 
with what costs you so little.’ 

So her urged, until— 

‘ Well,’ says Silvestro, ‘ I will do it. Rise up, 
Messere ; take what you will.’ 

^ Messer Alessandro shut his eyes, and slowly rose 
to his feet. Having kissed the goatherd’s 4^and, he 
very delicately kissed the goatherd’s proffered cheek. 
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‘ I am paid immeasurably, most holy one,’ he 
said. ‘ Lead now ; I \<ill do what you desire.’ 

Out sped Silvestro into the wood, the Sub- 
Prefect bareheaded behind him. In, a gladtfnot 
far from the hermitage sat the two archers. The 
horses Were tethered to one tree, Castracane to 
another. Seeing their chief, the men sprang to 
attention ; their astonishment af what follovjed 
was no greater than Castracane’s. Silvestro (that 
timid slave), now as bold as brass, walked straight 
up to him, the Sub-Prefect tiptoeing behind. ^ 

, ‘ Loose him. Signore,’ says Silvestro. 

The Sub-Prefect with a knife cut his bonds. 
‘ Your will is done.’ 

‘ Thank you, Signor Alessandro God be with 
you. Come, Pilade.’ 

Silvestro took Castracane by fhe hand, but not 
before the gentleman had Rissed his. own^ with 
profound respect. Then "Silvestro led his friend 
away through the trees, and the Sub-Prefect was 
understood to say — 

‘ We have been on the wrong scent, men. 
Mount. To the city— Avanti ! ’ 

‘ What’s all this ? Whither now ? ’ stammered 
Castracaije. " 

Silwstro squeezed his hand. ‘ Oh, dearest, 
let us go to the cave — let us go to the cave on 
the hill . , • 

Castracane felt his friend trembling. ^ Trem- 
bling is infectious ; he began to tremble too. 

‘Yes, yes, we will go to our cave,* he agreed 
in a quick whisper. 



X 

CYMON FINDS HIS IPHIGCNIA 

They struggled upwards through the bush wood 
and starry flowers. It was a scented night, the air 
heavy with the burden of midsummer. The fire- 
flies spread a jewelled web before their faces, great 
white moths flapped and droned about them. On 
they pushed, their hands locked, through all 
hazards ,ofii brake oi briar : neither would let go 
for a whole world, biit Silvestro was always in 
front, leading Castracane for this once. One 
knew the way as well as another ; but Silvestro 
led it. They rounded the hill-top. 

‘ Here we are at last,’ said Silvestro. ‘ Let us 
sit here, and look at the splendour of the night. 
Oh, Pilade ! oh, dear friend ! How couldst thou 
do so much for me ? ’ 

‘ What else could I do ? ’ said he gruffly. 
‘ You never killed the pig-Jew.’ 

^Nor did you, Pilade. Tell nie why you gave 
yourself up ? ’ 

‘ Because you didn’t do it, of course.’ 

• But you didn’t do it either ? ’ 

Well, but I knocked you down,’ 
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‘ Did you do ,it because of that ; or because — 
because you like me ? ’ ( 

Pilade grunted. ‘ Suppose I did ? ’ 

Silvestro sighed, and leaned his hj^ad on 'his 
friend’s shoulder. ‘ O wondrous night ! ’ said he, 
whisperirtg. ‘ Look, the stars are like moons.’ 

It was certainly a wonderful night — a night of 
enormous silence, of great steady* stars, of gold- 
dusted air, of a sky like a purple dome encrusted 
with jewelled lights. The two boys sat together, 
blinking at so much speechless glory. Castracage’s 
arm was round his fellow’s shoulder ; that fellow’s 
lips parted, and his breath came spft and,, eager — 
yet too quickly for ease. It was certainly a night 
of wonder. 

Castracane’s arm slipped down to Silvestro’s 
waist ; Silvestro sighed, and snuggled into the 
haven it made. • " . 

‘ O holy night ! ’ said he.* ‘ Now might miracles 
happen, and we be by.’ 

‘ Ah,’ said Castracane, ‘ the miracle of choice 
would be an angel with a basket of bread and 
cheese — or a beautiful maiden to come and lie in 
one’s arms.’ 

Si lvestro thrilled. Castracane gave a responsive 
^ueeze, and went on. 

‘ I am not too sure, you must know, that one 
has not h&ppened,already. To see you 4ead that 
Signore by the nose ! You came swihiming 
among the tree-stems like an angel. You might 
have knocked me down with a feather. "And haw 
he kissed your handj Miracles! Why, if you 
had been the maiden I dream about he couldn’t 
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have been more respectful.. If ypu want miracles, 
for example ! ’ \ 

‘I, do want them, Pilade. I want them very 
muth.’ Sijvestro sighed again, and leaned his 
cheek till it touched his friend’s. 

A shock transfused Castracane ; he wis caught 
by the starry influences. Suddenly he turned his 
nysuth towards' that brushing flower, and kissed 
Silvestro. Silvestro thrilled, but lay close. 

‘ Buon’ Dio, ecco mirapolo ! ’ said Castracan'e 
hoarsely ; and kissed again. 

Again his nestling companion gave no sign but 
a quiver. 

Castracane surveyed the stars. ‘ A miracle has 
certainly happened,’ he said. ‘ I feel very queer. 
My head swims, fingers ^nd toes tingle ; I seem 
to have hot lead in my legs. It may be that I 
am empty* 1 think' it is a miracle ; but as yet I 
see no angel.’ 

Some quicker thrill of what he held made him 
look at Silvestro. At the same moment Silvestro 
slowly turned his head and looked at him. What 
each saw in the other’s face beyond a white moon- 
shape, what shining of truth in the eye, what ex- 
{fcctancy, what revelation in the lips, I k’^^^w not. 
Two pair of lips, at least, met and stayed together. 
‘ O Dio ! ’ 

‘ Oh, Pilade 1 Oh, carissimo ! I She abandoned 
herself *to joy. 

‘ Tou are the angel, the miracle! You are 

^ ‘ No, no, I am not an angel ; but oh, I love you, 
' dbarly 1 ’ 

‘ Ah, la Madonna ! 
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‘ I am Ippolitji ! I Jove you ! ’ 

‘ You love me ? Yo|i are mine then — Come ! ’ 


‘ Andrea,’ said Castracane next morning, ‘ I 
think the others will be back before noon. You 
must wait here till they come. 'I am going Jo 
take Silvestro over La Venda to see my mother, 
and confess ta our curate. It is good for the 
soul.’ * ^ , 

Silvestro loqks well this morning,’ said Andrea, 
with his mouth full of bread ‘ What a colour of 
dawn ! What shining eyes ! He would make a 
proper Madonna for* a Mystery— eh 

‘ He would,’ said Castracane, laconically ; ‘ a 
most proper Madonna. ’With a 'Bambino on his 
lap — eh, Silvestro ? ’ * . * . 

Silvestro blushed ; Castracane pinched his 
cheek, which made matters worse. 

They took the road together through the deep 
hedges of the valley. Monte Venda rose before 
them, dark with woods. Castracane’s arm was 
round Silvestro’s waist : every twenty yards they 
stopped. ^ * 

’■ ‘ To think of it ! ’ cried Castracane, on one of 
these breathless halts. ‘ You to be like any one 
of us — breeched, ^clouted, swathed — and •a lovely 
lass within your shirt — Madonna ! ’ * 

‘ Do you think me lovely ? ’ asked Ippolita 
devoutly. ‘ I have heard that till I h^e be«n 
sick to death of it ; but from you I shall never be 
tired of^knowing it.’ 
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‘ Blessed Angel ! ’ 

‘ Oh, Pilade, my love i ’ 

Tljey loitered on. 

' You s^e that I am not what you thought me,’ 
said Ippolita, with an arch look. ‘ You thought 
I had killed a Jew.’ ' 

‘ Never, per Bacco ! ’ cried Castracane. ‘ That 
rji swear to.’ 

‘ You thought I was a boy, even last night, 
dearest.’ 

Put that he denied. ‘ Santissimo !< Did I treat 
you like a boy, I ask you ? ’ . . 

‘ You knocked me> down once, Pilade.’ 

‘ Every honest man knocks his wife down once,’ 
said Pilade gravely. 

‘ And then you kissed ^me.’ 

‘ I can kiss you again,’ said Pilade, and did. 

I, repeat, Padua ’is a freakish city. The Sub- 
Prefect writes madriga’ls in vain. Castracane, the 
goatherd, sends Silvestro sprawling, and wins the 
golden Ippolita for a willing bride. What are we 
to make of it ? Deus nobis hcec otia fecit. 



THE DUCHESS OF NONA 



L*Anima semplicctta, che sa nulla, 

Salvo chc, mossa da lieto fattorc, 

Voientier torna a ci5 che la trastulla. 

Purg, xvi. 88, 
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BOCCA BACIATA 

‘ Not unprosperous Is your Erasmus in England,’ 
wrote that man of wiles to one Faustus, a poet ; 
and then — ‘To touch upon one* amon§ many 
delights, there are girls in this land divinely fair — 
soft, easy, and more wooing than a*ny of your 
Muses. Moreover, they have ^ custom which 
cannot be too much honoured.^ Wheresoever you 
go a-visiting the girls all kiss you. With kisses 
you come in, with kisses depart ; returning, they 
kiss you again. Cometh one to you, the kisses fly 
between ; doth she go away, with kisses you are 
torn asunder ; meeting in any place, kisses abound. 
Go where you will, it is all kisses. Indeed, my 
Faustus, had jou but once tasted of lips so fragranf 
aiid sT5 sott, not for a time only, but to your end 
of days, you would choose to be a pilgrim in this 
England.’- By no means the only stranger to be 
charmed by our welcoming girls was Erasmus. 
Amilcare Passavente, of a darker blood, found such 
kisses sweet : those of one at least he vt9wecL4:o 
call his own. What he made of them, what they 
of him, «»vhat other di’s^erting matter appertains to 
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the kisser and the kissed^, you shall understand 
who care to read. | 

Mary was her name in our Lord, Lovel that of 
her* father m the flesh, a respectable wharfinger of 
Bankside, Molly, Mawkin, Moll Lovel, ‘long 
Moll Lovel,’ and other things similar she was to 
her kinsfolk and acquaintance, who had seen her 
handsome body outstrip her simple mind. Good 
girl that she was, she carried her looks as easily as 
a packet of groceries about the muddy ways of 
W^pping, went to church, went to ma»-ket, gossiped 
out the dusk at the garden gat^, or on the ,oid 
wharf, after the ’prentices had gone, linked herself 
waist to waist with maiden friends. Up river 
or down, she trafficked in a wherry, and took the 
waterman’s tender glances as part receipt for his 
hire. In a wbrd, this’ winsome, rosy creature, 
grown 'hardy in a kind soil, adventured herself at 
ease among them thaf might have been her poets, 
adorers, or raveners, nor thought to be cheapened 
by the liberty she employed. She was rather shy 
with strangers, conscious of her height, awkward 
under observation, blushing to know she blushed ; 
but simple as the day, pleased with flattery, pleased 
'with other trifles — trinkets, snatchedjtisses, notes 
slipped into the prayer-book, etc. She toid Ker 
mother everything before she went to bed, sat on 
her father’s knee when she was too old and much 
too tall for it, dreamed of lovers, hid trembling 
when they came, had palpitations, never told a fib 
OF^- refused a sweetmeat ; she was, in fact, just the 
honest, red-cheeked, pretty, shy simpleton of a lass 
you will meet by the round' dozen in our ^country. 
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who grows intQ the , plump wife of Master 
Churchwarden-in-broadc)pth, bears a half- score 
children, gets flushed after mid-day dinner, and 
would sooner mjss church than the postman any 
day in the year. Such was Molly Lovel at 
nineteen, 4ionestly handsome and honestly a fool, 
whom in Bankside they knew as Long-legged Moll. 

To Amilcare Passavente, the young merchanf:- 
adventurer from Leghorn, ravished as he was by 
the spell of her cool lips, she became at once ‘ La 
divina Maria,’ or shorter, ‘ La Diva ’ ; and ia a 
very light space of time, when his acquaintance 
" with her and hers with his tongue h^d ripened, she 
had quite a nosegay of names ; Madonna Colla- 
bianca (my Lady Whitethroat), Donna.Fiordispina, 
La Bella Rosseggiante, were three among three 
dozen flowers of speech, picl^ed'from a highly 
scented garden of such for her adorning. AhiiLare 
translated them in his hoarse, eager voice, helped 
on by his hands (which were rapid) and his 
beseeching eyes (which had the flattery of defer- 
ence), not only to Molly apart, but to all or any 
of her acquaintance who could listen without 
giggling. Molly pressed her bosom ; her friends, 
as they loitered home, said in each other’s earst 
‘ Blessed Lord, what will become of Gregory 
Drax ? ’ Gregory Drax was the broad -girthed 
young ni^ter of ^ trading-smack whiclf coasted 
between London and Berwick, and was c^en at 
that hour in Kirkley Roads, standing off Yarmouth. 

All a summer this endured, but went noKlihcher 
while Amilcare, new ^to the blunt ways of the 
English,* was unable to stomach their cropped 
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speech any better than - their sour beer. Those 
who heard his florid paoaphrase took it gravely, 
yet held by their ‘ Moll Lovel,’ They wished 
that Gregory Drax might have a fair wind home ; 
they wondered what Master Lovel was about ; 
trusted that the black-eyed rascal (whcfee speech 
was too glib, surely, to be honest) would not make 
a, fool of the girl. He very soon showed them 
that, whatever else he did, he intended to make a 
woman of her. Let thenri hold, said he (for once 
expressing his contempt), to their ‘ Molly Lovel ’ — 
the name was the Shadow. He would hold., as _ 
at that, moment he ' was very devoutly holding, 
Molly herself — aha ! the blessed Substance. And 
when the young Molly let herself go whither her 
soft desires had long sinpe fled ; when she felt the 
heart of Amilcare jumping against hers, his cheek, 
his lips, -his soft syllabling, her own breathless 
replies — then at last Amilcare, quite enraptured, 
finding everything about her wonder and delight, 
made shift to catch up some waft of her very 
tongue, closer savour of her very home, and called 
her on high his adorable, his unending, his 
altogether soul - devastating, destroying mistress, 

^ Madonna Mollavella.’ Good Master Lovel ^he 
wharfinger neither knew his daughter nor his 
father’s name in this long-drawn compound of 
liquids; “he was troubled, very doubtful, anxious 
for (^egory Drax ; but all Lombardy and the 
Lombard March came to know it in time. 
Aiiitidire rode down opposition. Eloquence ! 
Were ever such cries to great Heaven, such 
invitations to Olympus, slappings of the forehead, 
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punchings of ribs, in Wfpping before ? Molly in 
tears on her mother’s , breast, Amilcare on his 
knees, the neighbours at the door : Master X-ovel, 
good man, abominated such scenest FatEer 
Pounce married them at St. Saviour’s in South- 
wark ; ntoney abounded, the dowry passed from 
hand to hand. On a gusty November morning 
there sailed out of the London nver the barqye 
Santa Fina of Leghorn, having on board Amilcare 
Passavente and Donna ^ Maria his wife, bound (as 
all believed) for that port, and thence by long 
roads to their country of adoption — not Pisa, nor 
Lucca, nor any place Tuscan ; bqt Nona in the 
March of Romagna. No ; Erasmus was not the 
only traveller whirled about by Eiiglish kisses, 
nor Molly Lovel the only simple witch in turn 
bewitched. 



n 

AMILCARE : COMMERCE AND TH<E AFFECTIONS 

Molly was a handsome fool let there be, no 
doubt about that. There was no romance in her, 
though sentiment enough. She lacked the historic 
sense ; and if she thought of Rome at all, supposed 
it a collocation of warehouses, jetties, and a church 
or two — an unfamiliar Wapping upon a river with 
a long nafne. Her sensations on the voyage were 
those of sea-sickness, on the golden-hazy Campagna 
those of home-sickness unaffected. Affectation of 
any sort was far from her. If she was happy she 
showed her white teeth, if wretched she either 
pouted or cried ; if she liked you there were 
kisses, if she distrusted you she grew red. But 
She distrusted no one. Why should^he 
every act of hers was, in seeming, a caress of 
personal intention, every one loved her. As for 
her husband, when he was not sacfamentally 
engaged, he mutely raved to the stars, protesting 
by his dimmed eyes, moving lips, and strained-out 
armc^ fcSw every breath she took was to him also 
an inspiration. Her frankness, the truth lucent 
in her eyes, her abounding receptivity — ^for she 
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believed everything sheysvas told and objected to 
nothing — her sweet long body, the tired grace with 
which she carried her *lovely head, her tender, 
stroking ways, the evenness of her temper (which 
only that of her teeth could surpass) — all this 
threatened to make of Amilcare a poet or a saint, 
something totally disparate to his immediate 
proposals. His nature saved him for the game 
which his nature had taught him. * 

In that gr^eat game he had to play Molly 
(though he loved her dearly) must be, he saw, his 
prjpie counter. Coming to England to negotiate 
bills of exchange, he had Molly thrown in. She 
would do more for him than rose-noblfes. He 
ecstatised over his adorable capture ; but saw no 
reason in that why he should not lay it out to 
advantage. It would not cheapefi'in the chaffer ; 
on the contrary, give him thi usufruct f©r a few 
years, and he would be no\ only the happiest but 
the most considerable of men. Triumphant 
Bacchus ! (so he mused to himself), what had he 
not gained ? A year’s pay for his men, the 
confidence of the ‘ Signori ’ of Nona, the acclama- 
tions of the Piazza and the Council Chamber at 
once — and Molly Lovel. Hey ! that was best wf 
ai?:- For her sake, and by her means, he would 
be Capitano del Popolo. What else That 
would do for a ^beginning. If Molly cpuld turn, 
his head, she could turn other heads, he supposed. 
A turned head meant a disponable body, a bending 
back, an obsequious knee, even a carcase a%«^ljick 
hand’s discretion ; votes in Council, delirium in 
the Piazza, Te Deum in the church. Amilcare 
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knew his countrymen : t^e that knows them half 
as well will have no trouble in conceiving how 
these trade -calculations can consist with a great 
dead of tcue love. And what was Amilcare’s 
trade ? His trade was politics, the stock whereof 
was the people of Nona, the shifty, chattering, 
light-weight spawn of one of those little burnt- 
brick and white cities of the Lombard Plain — set 
deep in trees, domed, belfried, full of gardens and 
fountains and public places — whu:h owed their 
independence to being to*o near a ^air of rival 
states to be worth cither’s conquering. There 
were some score of .these strewn over Southern 
Lombardy and Romagna in those days, and the 
time was almost at hand, and* with it the man, to 
sweep them all into one common net of wretched- 
ness. But Amikare had *no clear thought of that. 
For the n^oment Nona w'as as peaceful as Forli, or 
Rimini, or Pesaro, or Faenza, thanks to him and 
his ‘ Centaurs ’ — that famous band of free riders 
he had levied from the Tuscan hills. Very much 
at his mercy, safe under the eye of his trusted 
Secretary, awaiting his return, he fully intended 
that peace to continue when she fell huddling to 
him. It would, indeed, be his care ; for it was a 
maxim of Italian politics that no man wilfihgly 
stirs after dinner. 

The vtuation was still pretty delicate ; he had 
done yttle more than win foothold. In the late 
struggles with Parma he had intrigued with great 
adcltf^!«T sold himself and his Centaurs to Farnese, 
brought that thick -necked hero up to the very 
walls of Nona, then (in th5 nick of time^ resold 
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himself at double the, price to the city he was 
besieging, and routed his yesterday’s master by an 
attack in flank jost as \he Nonesi were carrying 
the trenches in front. In the exciten^nt of that 
wonderful hour — Farnese in full flight, himself 
borne o*i men’s shoulders round the Piazza, 
thanksgiving in the cathedra), clouds of incense, 
clashing bells, wine running in the Fontana delle 
Grazie — he had for a moment been tempted to 
believe the times ripe for a proclamation : 

‘ Amilcar, Dei Gratia, ‘Nonarum Dux,’ etc. He 
had his treble y^ages in his pocket, the hearts of 
the whole city throbbing ar his feet. He was a 
young man : tempted he certainly was. But 
Grifone (the Secretary) touched his elbow and 
showed a straightened lip. He would not risk it. 
He contented himself with a fooling, the Palazzo 
Bagnacavallo rent-free, and the title of ‘ Gon/alo- 
nerius Populorum Libeikatis,’ which looked 
passably well about a broad seal. ‘ Pater Patriae,’ 

‘ Nonarum Dux,’ the control of the bread-tax — all 
should be added to him in time, if only the Borgia 
could be fed elsewhere. At the thought of that 
hearty eater stalled in the Vatican, he felt that he 
rn^ht indeed thank God for his lovely Molfy. 
WTth her for decoy even that game-bird might be 
lured. Lying on the poop of the Santa Fina, his 
dark eye§ questing over her face, her haixis among, 
his curls, he seemed to Molly the wonden of the 
world. So of her world he was ; but he meant to 
be that of his own — a very different worluiA'. 

He was a lithe, various creature, this Amilcare 
Passavpnte, his own paradox. Quick as a bird of 
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prey he was, and at time^as inert ; dark as night, 
eagle-faced, flat-browed, stiff and small in the 
head, clean-featured, with decisive lips. A very 
fluent speajj^er, hoarse in voice, but cunning in the 
vibrations he could lend it, he was in action as 
light and fierce as a flame ; at rest as massive as a 
block of stone, impervious to threats or prayers or 
tears. Women- loved him easily, men followed 
him blindly, and both for the same reason — that 
they believed him ruthless to all hut themselves. 
Ruthless, indeed, he had been, and was to all and 
sundry. Molly was the one apparent exceptipn, 
and in her eyes he was perfect. For her immediate 
comfort" this may have been true of him. He 
was a brave lover. 

He taught her to falter endearments in his 
own tongue ; "Ife was carino, caro amico^ anima 
mia, sonrano del mtb cuor, and many other things 
yet 'more intimate, fin return he gave her a 
homage which was not without a certain depth 
because it was done with foresight. He taught 
her to be his slave by professing himself hers, and 
so touching her generosity as well as her humility. 
At all this she was very apt. There was a fund 
of deep affection in the girl, the makings of an 
excellent wife, a devoted mother — far more "stuff 
than should go to serve as toy for a man’s idle 
.hours. Also she was very dempnstrative, by no 
means ^averse (quite the contrary, indeed) to de- 
monstrations on his part. She loved to walk 
belted^Jjy his arm, loved to put her head on his 
shoulder, or have her chin lifted that eyes or lips 
might be kissed. These favours, which his» nation 
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was accustomed, to . at home, she wore 

without self-consciousness abroad. It enchanted 
Amilcare, not onty as a thing beautiful in, itself, 
but as a clear source of profit in his schsmes. He 
pictured the havoc she would work in a hall full 
of the Signori — keen men all — when she sailed 
through the rooms offering her lips to whoso 
would greet them ‘ English fashion.’ Why, tjje 
whole city would be her slave — eh, and more than 
the city ! Bentivoglio of Bologna, II Moro of 
Milan, Ordekffi, Manfredi, Farnese, the Borgia, 
the, Gonzaga, D’Este of Ferrara, Riario, Monte- 
feltro, Orsini — by the Saint of Pq^dua, he would 
face them each witl,! his beautiful wife ; charm 
them, turn their heads, and then — ping ! Let the 
neatest wrist win the odd trick. Very pleasant 
schemes of witchery and silent ’murder did he 
make as the Santa Fina drove him throilgh. the 
dark blue waters on his honeymoon, and at last 
brought him up to point out to his adoring in- 
strument a low golden shore, a darker line of 
purple shadow beyond, and in the midst a white 
tower which gleamed like snow. 

‘ Civitavecchia, my queen among ladies ! Rome 
beyond it ; beyond that Nona — Nona and glorious 
life for thee and me ! ’ he cried, as he waved her 
towards these splendid things. 

But Mblly snuggled closer to him and*sighed. 

He, very sensitive to alien moods, was con- 
scious of the jar. 

‘You are sad, beloved.^’ he asked heC softly. 
‘ You are thinking of your own land ? ’ 

‘ Not no, dearest ; not that now. I was think- 
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ing only But it is fpplishness of a fool,’ said 

Molly, hiding her face. 

‘ Ypu cannot be a fo6l, blessed one, since you 
are' not scKmuch as human as I see you now,’ he 
whispered, holding her close. ‘ You are a rosy 
god at this moment, my treasure. You are all 
colour of dawn, auroral, colour of tender fires. 
"Lell me your thought, my holy one.’ 

She whispered it back. ‘ It was — that you will 
be full of business at Nona, Amiloare. You will 
have no time to love your 'poor Molly.’ 

The rogue was fishing for p.rotestations, ^nd 
got thetn. 

‘ Love you ! ’ he cried. ‘ Ah, tell me how long 
I have to liye, and I will tell you the hours of my 
love, O my soul ! ’ 

‘ But you will j be abroad, a-horseback, with 
your c^ptiiins, in the tents ’ 

‘ Why, yes, that mhst be so,’ he owned. ‘ But 
I shall love you the more for that, Molletta.’ 

She pretended to pout, fidgeted in his arm, 
arched her neck. 

‘ But how shall I know it, Amilcare, if I am 
not there ? ’ 

* ‘ By what I do to you when I return, dearest 
love,’ cried he ; and thereafter, speaking by signs, 
was better understood. 



Ill 

MARKET COVERT 

• 

Ti^ey made Rojiic a day or two after that little 
* tender and exchange of vows, havii^ disembarked 
amid a crowd of clamorous Amilcares in rags — 
she could see some dear trait of hipi in each ; 
trailed across the bleachec|^ marches (gith the Sabine 
Hills like a blue hem beyond)^ caught the sun at 
Cervetri, and entered the dusty town by,>the Pjorta 
Cavalleggieri on one of thc^e beaten white noons 
when the shadows look to be cut out of ebony, 
and the wicked old walls forbidden to keep still. 
The very dust seems alive, quivering and restless 
under heat. St. Peter’s church, smothered in rush 
mats, was a~building, the marble blocks had the 
vivid force of lightning ; two or three heretic friars 
were being haled by the Ponte Sant’ Angelo to a 
burning in the Vatican ; Molly was almost blind, 
had a head-ache, .a back-ache, and a h^rt-ache. 
Amilcare, who had fallen in with a paKy of 
lancers by the way, had ridden for a league Jq* two 
in vehement converse with their lieutenant. To 
him there seemed mofe to say than ever to her. 
She feltjhurt and wanted to cry. 

I Co 
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At their inn they learned the news — that is, 
Amilcare learned it, for^ Molly was languishing 
upQn a bed, forgotten and me^cifully forgetting. 
Pretty news it was. Don Cesare, it appeared, had 
stabbed the Duke of Gandia, his brother, three 
nights ago, and thrown him into the TilJer. The 
body had only been fished out yesterday ; it had 
nine wounds in it, including one in the throat 
big enough to put your fist in. It was a sieve, 
not a body ; perforated ^ His Holiness ? Ah, 
he could be heard even here, hoVling in the 
Vatican, like a bitch in an empty house. Don , 
Cesare .was Wi hiding, reported at Foligno. 
To-morrow there was to be. a Holy Conclave — 
all the Cardinals. God knew what Alexander had 
or had not i;a. jiis mind, the conscience-stricken 
old do^. It was, known what he had not in 
his •house' at least. Vannozza had been thrice 
refused admission ; io also La Bella Lucrezia. 
Think of it ! 

This was very grave news to Amilcare’s private 
ear. Cesare was his deadly enemy, the one man 
he honestly feared ; the one man, consequently, 
he wanted to meet. He was still brooding over 
it when the broad- backed butcher they cajl II 
Drudo slammed him on the back. 

‘ Fortune is with you, Passavente — the slut ! 
She gives you time to breathe. 'The Borgia had a 
sinking of the stomach ; he hankered after a filling 
of Ivimbard sausage a little while since. Gandia 
cut in, and Cesare cut in, per Bacco ! But mark 
my words, Amilcare, the, appetite will return. 
You will have the Duke in your Marcl^i before 
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many days. Th^erefore; .my advice to you is — 
Avoid Foligno ; fortify Nona.’ 

Amilcare looked his hian in the face. J And 
my advice to myself, Galeotto, is — SeeJj: Foligfio, 
and so fortify Nona. Addio' He went out like 
a man who has found his way. 

‘Now," what the devil did the fellow mean by 
that } ’ cried II Drudo, with his thick fingers out.^ 

‘ Devilry expresses it,’ said a sly Secretary in 
black. • 

Molly in dreams, soft as a child and glossy 
with sleep, looked too beautiful for a disturbing 
hand to dare anything that n^ght. ^It would have 
been the act of a brute, not Amilcare’s ' act. In 
small things he was all gentleness. He crept into 
bed like a cat, fearful of waking her, and next 
morning contrived, by a lit of cou^^iiing, to waken 
her no more than half. The rest he did by 
methods equally adroit, iVitil by imperceptible 
degrees she learned that Rome might give no ease 
to her feet. He had her in the saddle and all 
the baggage-mules away an hour after the sun. 

Arrived at Foligno, he found that his great 
enemy was at sanctuary in the Convent of Olivet, 
biting his nails in a red fume there. Hidden 
behind spires of cypress, Olivet stood outside the 
walls, a sun-dyed white building deep under brown 
eaves. Cesare, it was reported, was quite alone 
with his moods, now consumed by fidgety remorse 
for what he might have lost in his brother’^blood, 
now confident and inclined to blusterous hilarity, 
now shuddering under an obsession of nerves. In 
any gu^e he was dangerous, but worst of all when 
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the black fit of suspicion. , was upon him. So he 
now seemed ; for being told who waited upon 
him, he refused point -^blank ' to see anybody. 
Aniilcare, at the door, heard his ‘ Vattene, vat- 
tene ! Non seccami ! ’ (‘ Out, out ! Don’t pester 
me ! ’) rocking down the dim passag‘“s of the 
house ; and Molly, whom this sudden new expe- 
dition had bereft of what wit she had, turned pale 
to hear the roaring beast. 

‘ Ah, love, love, love, let us run away ! I like 
not this empty place,’ whidipered the girl, holding 
her husband’s arm ; but he gently removed her 
hand, kissed it, and held it. 

‘ Courage, dear one ; I shall be by thy side. 
Much depends upon this adventure,’ he urged in 
fervent whispers, knowing how much to a tittle. 

To the ntoiiK who came out, distended with 
Cesare’s explosives, he addressed himself in a ver- 
nacular too fluid for M'olly to catch up. 

‘ I pray you, reverend brother, recommend me 
yet once more to the feet of his Resplendency, 
saying that not I alone supplicate his favours. 
Add that I have with me, to present, my most 
beautiful wife, that she may assure him with her 
own lips how very much she is his slave.’ 

The pantomime of piteous, beseeching hands, 
of eyebrows exquisitely arched, told more than his 
words. They showed to a hair’s breadth how far 
he expected, how far was prepared, to tempt his 
custormr. No pedlar before a doorful of girls’ 
sidelong heads could more deftly have marketed 
his wares. The monk, too, sidled his head ; he 
pursed his mouth, furrowed with a finger in his 
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dewlap, tried to appraise jthe wares. But to allow 
this would have been to forestall the market. 

‘ Ah, for love of the s&ints, go, my brotj^er ! ’ 
he was entreated, with gentle persistencs> ; and so 
worked upon, he waddled away. 

Amilcare let fall a hearty sigh, and considered 
Molly with anxiety. He had not dared to say a 
word to her of what her entertainefr was, or whaf. 
her part should be. Premeditation might throw 
her out of balance, conscious art might exhibit her 
a scheming courtesan ; just in her artlessness lay 
all her magic. No, no ; he trusted her. She was 
still adorably English — witness her, on the ship! 
He could see how she would do, how the sight 
would ravish him, lover as he was ; fo,r the rest, 
he must trust to his early calculations. Yes ! he 
was ready to stake everything,.upon this move. 
The Borgia would be at her feet : so a^' h*is (eet 
also. Oh, wise, wise AmilcaVe ! 

‘ His Eminence the Duke will receive your 
Lordship,’ said the returning monk, and turned 
once more to lead the way. 

‘ My saint, my lamb, my meek burnished 
dove ! ’ breathed Amilcare in a glow, and pressed 
her to his heart behind the frate’s broad back. *■ 

Cesare, magnificently tawny in black velvet, 
was in a window, raking with a white hand at his 
beard, a prey evidently to cross -tides of fever. 
When his visitors were announced he looked 
sharply round ; but Molly was hooded, hen face 
deep in the shade. Of Passavente he had not the 
slightest concern. Th^t hero was prostrate, bow- 
ing and chattering, and explaining with his hands. 
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Molly stayeclu^wittermg by the door, wonderful 
because she saw her King of Men cringing like a 
footbpy before a shortel* than ' himself. True, it 
was case of a Duke ; but she had not known such 
dealings in Wapping. There men doffed caps to 
my Lord or his Grace ; they gave and »took their 
due, but did not writhe on the floor. And then 
this particular Duke’s blockish inattention to what 
her lord was saying filled her with concern. 
There he leaned, and there he ■ looked out of 
window at the twinkling acacias, -and there he 
picked his beard. Amilcare’s tqct must have, de- 
serted him, si,nce h«* could let this simple slave 
turn critic. But the part, in any case, was difficult. 
Presently the Duke threw him a hasty phrase, a 
sort of pish^ man ! which cut him off in the midst 
of a period, and yvalked towards Molly in the 
doorway., Amilcare flew before on tenterhooks. 
Cesare came graciously on — it was curious to see 
how his face had cleared. Molly dropped a 
curtsy, covering herself closer with a hand at the 
hood’s tie. Cesare showed his teeth, held out 
both his hands. Passavente, with a displaying air 
full of alacrity and deference, unveiled his wife, 
^hd she went forward to greet his Grace. 

She had been uncovered as by a dealer, but 
even so thrilled to feel his touch upon her 
shoulders, and showed herself -blushing' with the 
emotipn, lovelier for love. Cesare was really 
startl^ to see how vividly beautiful she was ; but, 
with more command of himself than the other 
trafficker, was careful not tp show it. He smiled 
yet more sunnily ; his words were some pleasant. 
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friendly compfimc;nt. Molly, guQBsing it so, came 
nearer, took his open hands, and put up her face 
for his kiss. C£eb*ar Boi*gia took a deep treath 
before he accepted of the rest. Then he did kiss 
her, twice. He was ridiculously pleased, very 
much in confusion for a little while. Since he 
could say nothing and she had nothing to say, the 
pair of them stood hand -clasped,* smiling, din^r 
eyed and red in the face, like two glad children — 
Amilcare, anxious mothering hen, clucking about 
them. The Duke, having recovered himself, 
munmured some courtesy, and led his captive to 
a seat in the window. His half-dozen English 
words and her six Italian, his readiness, lier sim- 
plicity, put matters on a friendly foQting : very 
soon Molly was chattering like^ a schoolgirl. 
Cesare was enchanted ; he recovered his gaiety, 
forgot his bloody hands, his anxieties, scliemes, 
fret at inaction. He orderrtl a meal to be served 
at once, kept Molly close to his side, heaped her 
plate, pledged her in wine. He went so far as to 
forget all common precautions and eat whatsoever 
was put before him. 

Be sure, Amilcare missed nothing. He saw 
all, perhaps more than all : he was used to deal 
with men. Thought he to himself, ‘ Hey ! if this 
was my house of Nona, amico, and the time six 
months hence, you would sleep where you*Supped.’ 

But Cesare had no thought of Amilcara until 
the end. Then he clapped him on the shouider. 

‘ My Passavente,’ he cried, ‘ you have gone far 
on your pearl-fishing and dived deeper than most 
of us, but by our hope of salvation you have 



Ill 


1 66 LITTL^ NOVELS dF ITALY 

found a jewel of price!. And, ah, Madonna,’ he 
said, with his burning eyes on the girl, ‘ you have 
brought the sun into Italy. 'You shall be called 
Principes^a della Pace, who heal all sorrow and 
strife by the light of your face.’ 

‘ I humbly thank your Grace,’ said Molly, very 
grateful ; but Amilcare dropped upon one knee. 

‘ Splendour;’ says he, ‘ deign to visit our poor 
nouse in Nona, if you would learn what willing 
service is.’ ' 

‘ My friend, be sure of me,’ said the Borgia, 
and meant it. ‘ Do you bid me. come, Princess ^ ’ 
His looks ate, her up. 

Molly hung her head. ‘ I shall in all things 
serve your Grace,’ said she, with a curtsy. She 
kissed him again, and , then Amilcare took her 
away. * 

,Th'e Porgia wrote sonnets that night. 

‘ Mollavella, pear? of ladies,’ whispered her 
ardent husband, when they were on the North 
Road and in the thick of the violet Roman night, 
‘ never have I felt such -joy in you as this day.’ 
He looked up at the massed company of the stars. 
‘ Fiery in all that galaxy, yonder I see my own 
Star ! ’ he cried in a transport. ‘ Behold, it points 
us dead to the North. O Star, lit by a star ! 
’Tis you have set it burning clear, my glorious 
Princess’ « 

‘ Dearest heart, I shall die of love,’ sighed 
swooning Molly, out of herself at such praise. 
‘ But indeed I have done little enough for you as 
yet.’ r 

‘ More than you think, or can dr^am,’ he 
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answered, and ^spoke ^ truly ; for the girl saw 
nothing in their late visit but a civility done to 
a great lord. • » 

‘If the Duke comes to Nona, Amilcare, I •will 
try to put him at his ease,’ she said after a little. 

‘ Try^try, dear soul ; it is all that I wish.’ 

‘ He seemed not so to me when first we went 
to him, Amilcare.’ 

Amilcare shrugged. ‘ Eh, per la Madoifna 

! ’ he began, as who should say, ‘ Being 

known for his brother’s butcher, how should he 
be,.'* ’ But he stayed in time. ‘ He has many 
enemies,’ he added quietly. 



IV 

MARKET OVERT 

Nona, little city of domes and belfries and squ,are 
loggias, all in a cluster behind brown walls ; with 
gates of Roman masonry, stolid Lombard church, 
a piazza of colonnades and restless poplar trees ; 
of a splayed fountain where the Three Graces, 
back to back, ’‘"spurt water from their breasts of 
bronze---Nona, in our time, is not to be discerned 
frorh the railway, altho/tgh you may see its ranked 
mulberry-trees and fields of maize, and guess its 
pleasant seat in the plain well enough. It is about 
the size of Parma, a cheerful, leisurely place, 
abounding in shade and deep doorways and cafes ^ 
having some thirty churches (mostly baroque), a 
fin^ Palazzo della Ragione in the principal square, 
and the remains of a cathedral of the ninth century 
glooming behind a monstrous facade of the seven- 
teenth, all whitewash, cornucopias, and Sprawling 
Apostles. Thus it seems now to the strayed 
travelled who, breaking his journey at Castel 
Bolognese, simmers for four hours in an omnibus 
along with priests, flies, fleas, and old women. 
The cortege from Papal territory saw a vastly 
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difFerent city of wheo • it approached the gates 
in the early spring of 1494. The young leaf- 
age shimmered lil^ a vuil of golden gauze, the 
poplar buds were pink and brown, th§ chestnuts 
had all their candles afire ; larks by dozens were 
abroad in the clear sky. Below the old Rocca del 
Capitan Vecchio — a grizzled and blind block of 
masonry on a spur of limestone, which held not ^a 
few of Ezzelin’s secrets — two miles from Nona, 
stood a company of boys and girls in white gar- 
ments, their laps full of ‘flowers. Their shrill song 
of welcome hailed the riders, and to the same 
hopeful music they went on. The Jowers were all 
standing in those days, the battlements intact ; at 
every gate stood a guard. The Cathedral of the 
Santi Apostoli had no Apostles ; its great front 
was a cube of unfinished bricjj ; but colonnades 
ran in all the streets, row after row of beautifully 
ordered arches ; over them* were jutting cornices 
enriched with dancing children, sea monsters, 
tritons, dolphins, nymphs blowing conchs, Nereus, 
Thetis, and all their sleek familiars, moulded in 
red clay. The fountain shone, the displayed 
Graces jetted their crystal store ; from every 
window hung carpets, on every tower a gonfaloh, 
from every church-belfry came the riot of bells. 
The people were massed at the gates, at the win- 
dows, on roofs and loggias and balconies— -*a motley 
of orange and blue, crimson and green. ^Idiers 
lined the ways, priests with banners were on the 
steps of their churches. ‘ Evviva Amilcare ! 
Evviva Madonna Inglese ! ’ ran like a river of 
sound from the gates about the streets, until, in 



IV 


170 LITTLE NOVELS OF ITALY 

' f 

the Piazza Grande, wher.e the Signoria waited in 
the solemn estate of brocade and ermine, the 
volunie of it had the throbbing roll of breakers on 
a dilF. 'fhud upon thud came ‘ Fivviva ! ’ each 
with a shock which made pale Molly catch her 
breath ; more than once or twice her eyes swam, 
and she felt herself wag helpless in the saddle, 
^ut Amilcare, snuffing wine, was in his glory, idol 
of a crowd he despised and meant to rule. Proud 
he looked and very greatly a ruler, firm-lipped, 
with a high head, and a flush on his ‘dark cheeks. 

At the steps of the Palazzo .della Ragionp he^ 
halted, cap in, hand.- The trumpeters shrilled for 
silence, *f he Secretary of the Republic read a Latin 
speech ; everybody applauded what nobody under- 
stood. Amilcare, at the end of it, swung off his 
horse and ran ' up^ the steps. He embraced the 
orafor,' embraced the Signori one after another ; 
greetings flashed about, tears, laughter, clappings 
on the back. But he kept his head throughout : 
it was seen that he wished to present his wife. 
Present her ! Enthusiasm grew frenzied ; he had 
to battle his way down the steps to regain her side. 
He lifted her lightly down ; hand-in-hand they 
•^ent up the steps again. Molly excelled herself, 
was the wonder of the whole city. How she 
curtsied to their lordships — what a figure she had 
for that* grace — how tall, how* supple,' and how 
slim ! , When she gave her rosy cheek to each in 
turn, there was a kind of caught sob audible in the 
crowd. The simplicity of the act brought tears 
to tender eyes : men laughed or looked haggard, 
according as the trouble took them ; women, more 
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at home with l;ears, ciung to 6ach other as they 
cried. A marvel all believed her — an angel clean 
from heaven ; the kissi of peace, la boccfi della 
Carita ! A young Dominican becarpe inspired ; 
he showed the whites of his eyes, he spumed at 
the lips, ‘began to mutter, with gurglings in the 
throat. At last his words broke strangling from 
him — ‘ O mouth of singular fa\four ! O lips^ of 
heavenly dew ! ’ he stuttered, with a finger on 
high see-sawing to the rhythm : ‘ O starry eyes 
conversant with the * aspect of angels ! ’ He 
dr,opped down plump in a fit, barely heard at the 
palace door ; but all the s':}uare .surged with his 
cry — ‘O mouth of singular favour! *0 starry 
eyes ! Evviva Madonna ! ’ 

Men and women all told, Molly must have 
been forty times kissed. Tw^eTorty times would 
not have sufficed for the candidates who’ jo.stled, 
strained, and prayed between the soldiers’ pikes 
below the steps. It would be difficult to say 
which sex her pretty artlessness pleased the more : 
she made the women cry, the old men prophesy, 
the young men dream dreams. Certainly there 
was nobody who thought ill of her for a perform- 
ance so glaringly counter to Italian ways, whose 
men kiss each other while they keep their women 
at home. The thing was so transparent, done 
in such ‘pure g»od faith, there was no' room for. 
judgment in it. She went among that people as, 
in these days, a child still might go. To those 
bullet-headed captains, grim and shaven close ; to 
those painted great ladies, whose bare necks looked 
the more naked for their jewels ; to those cruddled. 
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be-robed old men ; to the,dappef sons of them ; 
to their stifF-laced daughters — Molly went blush- 
ing, sn^iling, shy, and glad, and 'to each she gave 
her'fresh ch,eek. and the balm of her English lips. 
O mouth of singular favour ! O starry eyes ! 
She bereft them of compliments by her speechless 
welcome, overcame policy by having none, led 
captivity captive. Amilcare might hover behind 
her with plots, a delighted and forgotten shade : 
Molly Lovel of Bankside was Duchess of Nona, 
and might have been Queen of Italy, if all Italy 
had stood in the Piazza Grande. She was throned 
at a banquet, escorted, home by the Signoria bare- 
headed ; she was serenaded all night by relays of 
citizens, by straining poets, by all kinds of music. 
She had not a wink of sleep till morning, nor the 
faintest idea what it jvas all about. 

There was no withstanding the popular voice ; 
the Nonesi went mad to be a Duchy, with Molly 
for Duchess. Amilcare might be thrown in. They 
besieged the Bagnacavallo cortile ; they wrote son- 
nets and madrigals, and sang them day in day 
out. Amilcare, acting with admirable discretion, 
kept very much to himself ; he sent his beautiful 
wife on to the balcony twice a day to be saluted, 
and (more sparingly) let her work for him among 
the higher sort with her lips, her blushes, and her 
/riendly grey eyes. He was humble in the'Council, 
sober bqneath the heaped-up honours of the popu- 
lar voice, stern only with his mercenaries. ,A 
fortnight of this swept him to the top of his hopes. 
A deputation, with a laurel, crown and the title 
of Dux in a casket, waited upon him. He had 
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expected it for a week^ • and cq/’efully dragooned 
his Molly. 

‘ I must refuse the t^ing,’ he told her, ‘ for 
your dear sake, my angel. The fatigues, ’the 
affairs of a Ruler of State are incredible. I will 
never let lyou bear them. ' The Signori may pluck 
their beards out by the roots. I am resolved.’ 
Molly wept to hear him. • 

When the great morning came — a lumino*us 
April day of showers and warm wind — he was as 
good as his word. Molly, shining with pride in 
him (herself wej.ring the day’s ‘ uncertain glory ’), 
saw him fold his arms in fac^ of the pompous line 
of men his seniors, compress his mouth, "^hake his 
cropped head. The deputation was much taken 
aback, the crowd drove hither and thither ; she 
saw head turn to head, guessed ^t wounds which 
certainly any one there was incapable of'feeling. 
She, however, felt them, rVse up from her chair, 
laid a hand upon her lord’s arm : they saw her 
plead with him. Oh, lovely sight ! With her 
they too began to plead ; ‘ Pieta di Nona, Signore! 
Pieta di noi. Madonna ! ’ She was their graceful 
Choragus ; or rather, she, like some slim daughter 
of the Greeks — Iphigenia or another — voiced tke 
protagonist’s part ; and they wailed after her, a 
chorus of elders. Finally, she knelt to him, 
wound h€r arms about his hips, put up h«r entreat- , 
ing face. The comedy was played out. ^ Amil- 
care showed himself shaken ; he stooped to her, 
lifted her in his arms, embraced her. ‘ O mouth 
of singular favour ! ’ ^tc. The convocation broke 
up in sobs, psalmody, and kisses on the cheek. 
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Amilcare and his ^ife were led to the broad win- 
dow and out on to the loggia. There stood 
Molly in all the glow ojf her happy toil, quick- 
bre^thi'ng, enraptured, laughing, and afire. The 
crown was on her head, by her side her sceptred 
lord ; and below the pedple cheered and howled. 
‘ Udite, cittadini, il vostro Capitano ! ’ cried the 
heralds. ‘ Duca^! Duca! E'vviva Amilcare, Duca ! ’ 
crJed the throng. Then Amilcare pointed to the 
crowned girl. ‘ Evviva la Madonna di Nona ! ’ 
he brayed like a tube of brass. So as Madonna 
di Nona they knew her to the end. Amilcare y^^as 
crowned with his laurel wreath in the Santi 
Apostoli ;■ 7> t)eutn was sung. Nona started on 
her new career — benevolent despotism tempered 
by a girl’s kisses. 



V 

ORIFOWE AMATEUR OF SENSE 

4 * 

Grifone must now be lifted into the piece, Grifone 
\he grey-eyed, self-contained little Secretary, whose 
brain seemed quicksilver, whose acts tho^Q of a 
deliberate cat, whose inches were few, whose years 
only tender. One of Amilcare’s rare acts of un- 
premeditated humanity had been^ t5 snatch him, a 
naked urchin of nine, from Barga, when (after a 
night surprise) he was raintjfig fire and sword and 
the pains of hell upon that serried stronghold of 
the hills. 

‘ Eh, Signore, Signore ! ' had whined the half- 
famished imp, padding by the Condottiere’s 
stirrup. 

‘ Va via, vattene al diavolo ! ’ a musketeer 
growled at him, and tried to club him down. 

Amilcare looked, as one might idly glance at a 
shrew-mouse in th^ path. He saw a brown body 
pitifully lean, a shock black head, a pair of piercing 
grey eyes. Further, he saw that the child had not 
on a stitch of clothing, and that he was splashed to 
the knees with drying blood. 

‘ What now, baby ? ’ lie asked. 

175 
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‘ Lift me into|the saddje, Signore,’ said the boy, 
with a propitiating grin ; ‘ I am getting my feet 
wet.’ _ I . 

The little dog had a humorous twist to his eye- 
brow, and it was true enough that the kennels 
\v^ere running red. . 

‘ Whose blood is that on your legs, my lad ? ’ 
Passavente stayed his charger. 

Grifone shrugged. ‘ Misericordia ! Who knows 
My father’s perhaps ; my mother’stmore certainly, 
since my father ran away. '■ My mother would have 
run too, but she had no time. ,Eh, take me, up, 
Signore ! I cannot swim.’ 

Amilcare swung him up by the hand, so saved 
his life. Next day Grifone saved his. 

They burnt a monastery in the plain and ran- 
sacked a chestfiil (^f correspondence. 

‘ Ddath of Christ,’ swore Passavente, ‘ I can’t 
read this Latin. Go and fetch me a monk and a 
rope.’ 

The monk, a plausible rogue, began to read : 
little Grifone stood by the table. At a certain 
point he broke into the recital with an emphatic 
word : ‘ Liar ! ’ 

‘ ‘ What the deuce does this mean ? ’ fumed 
Amilcare in a rage. 

‘ The monk is deceiving your Lordship,’ said 
Grifone t ‘ the sense is the opposite of what he 
reports.’ 

It seemed that the boy knew Latin — at any 
rate, enough to hang a few monks. Hanged the 
poor devils were, and aftef that very much was 
made of Grifone. Amilcare took him through all 
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his campaigns, had him taugbl:, gave confidence 
for confidence, and found by the time he was at 
Nona, making his ‘.Gran Tradimento ’ of F^nese, 
that he could not get on without him. The 
accepted remedy for such a state of tlie case was 
to kill the.youth at once. Amilcare did not do 
that, and at first was able to bless himself for his 
second forbearance. Grifone was 'privy to all his 
master’s hopes and safeguards ; Grifone wrought 
upon the Signoiria, cajoled the clergy, bamboozled 
the popolaniy descended ^ven to the ragamuffins in 
the gutters, and taught them how to shout ‘ Duca! 
Duca ! ’ when his master went proudly a-horseback, 
or to scribble his effigy in great chalk circles on the 
city walls. Though it may be true that Molly’s 
graces brought Amilcare the crown of Nona, it 
must be added that neither M(jlly nor her Duke 
could have got in at all if Grifone had not bpen 
there to oil the hinges of thS gates. 

He had the soft purring ways of a cat, the tact 
of a Jesuit, the penetration of a money-lender, the 
sensibility of a musical amateur, and the morals 
of a maid-of-honour. He had extraordinary com- 
mand over himself ; he seemed able to do every- 
thing and wishful to win nothing. There never 
was a young man (as a matter of fact) who wanted 
so much or asked so little. It was the very 
boundlessness of his desires which reined-in him. 
The appetite of the Caesars would not have repre- 
sented his, all the gratification they could have 
commanded would have been for him but a whet. 
If he had a weak side jt was his own astuteness : 
he could not always see how unutterably foolish a 
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man might be if he were let alone. Another 
foible he had — intellectual appreciation of beauty 
pushed to fainting-poiat. His senses were so 
straitly tied, to his brains that to pluck at one was 
to thrill the other. Made on a small scale, he was 
pretty rather than handsome, had quie*' watchful 
eyes, a smiling mouth, very little hands and feet. 
He seldom dressed out of black velvet, and if he 
wanted a man assassinated had the thing done at 
so many removes that it was always entered 
‘ private quarrel ’ or ‘ love ‘affair ’ in -the reports of 
the City Watch. He generally chose friars for 
business of th^ sort, because they could be about 
at night without suspicion, and their hanging 
sleeves gave them such a pull. For cup or fruit 
work he found ladies the only possible agents. 
No one in Nona^ would dream of taking wine 
from a'm^an ; and as for presents of figs, Grifone 
was maturely of opinion that the last and present 
Pontiffs had exhausted that pretty artifice. Finally, 
you can easily understand how useful Duke Amil- 
care found a demure lad of this kind in the matter 
of moulding his new State. 

When his master brought him a mistress he 
gave her great attention. Like all clever fellows, 
he was at first disposed to set down her simplicity 
to her credit ; but after watching her for some 
time, he' 'decided that here was actually a soul clear 
as glajs — thing of inestimable value in a country 
where lying was an axiom of politics — and his 
respect for her quickened into something more. 
If she had been only beautiful she would never 
have attracted him as she did. There were plenty 
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of women in Italy handsome endugh for his needs 
(the flower of wnose amours were mostly for the 
mind) ; but simpletons were rarer, Tlys tall 
wistful girl told the truth' — but told it jncredibly ! 
Think of this. Shortly after the coronation, 
Bentivoglip, the chalk-faced tyrant of Bologna, 
came with an army on his way to Forli. He had 
an old grudge against Nona. Finding himself 
within a league of its walls, his men lusty and well- 
fed, his artillery in great train, Nona (as he judged 
it) in ferment— he blockaded the place, and in due 
time summoned it to surrender. Amilcare laughed 
at fiim, told his wife (in secret) fhat he would 
attack on the morrow, and went to the *Council. 
While he was there came a new summons from 
Bentivoglio, a messenger with a white rfag. Word 
was sent to the Duke ; *the Duke could not be 
found. ‘Oh,’ said one, ‘seek Madonna .for 
answer.’ I'his was done. \ 

‘ Tell the Lord of Bologna,’ says Molly, ‘ that 
we attack to-morrow.’ 

The man bowed himself away. You should 
have seen Amilcare’s face when this was reported 
to him ; he rated his lovely Molly like a fish-fag. 
Then he had an interview with Grifone ; told him 
the whole story. 

Grifone stared. ‘ Ebbene, Monsignore,’ said 
he, ‘ your Grace wall do well to attack.’ * 

‘ Attack, man When the fellow knows we 
are coming 1 Are you mad ? 

‘ Not so, my lord,’ replied the Secretary, ‘ Benti- 
YOglio does not know you are coming. What he 
knows is that you have said you are coming.’ 
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Well, at last Kmilcare^ saw what Grifone had 
seen from the firlt, the mad results which might 
be won by a truth-telling Ducljess. The Nonesi 
did* attack. Bentivoglio, of course, not expecting 
them, was scattered over the maize fields, and 
never collected his force again until his pwn terri- 
tory was reached. That was why he could not 
help the lady of>Forli. ‘ Per Bacco,’ said Grifone 
to himself, ‘ truth in Italy is soused in the mud 
at the well’s bottom ; in England ,it seems to lie 
in a pan. This pretty creature is as, shallow as a 
crystal cup, where you may study Truth, like a 
blue jewel, in an inclj, of water.’ He went about ' 
thoughtl\illy the rest of that day. This new-dis- 
covered quality of Molly’s was a thing very 
beautiful in his eyes. The conclusion he came to 
was that he was about \o fall in love with the 
lady. ‘‘And that, after all,’ was his comment, 

‘ might not be a bad thing, if (as is probable) it 
become necessary to make her my consort.’ Then 
he went happily to sleep. 

Grifone’s proposals to himself were still very 
simple. Shortly, they were to get a throne for 
his master in order that he might the more easily 
acquire one for himself. ‘ My legs,’ he said 
frankly, ‘ are too short to get up without a foot- 
stool.’ Amilcare was to have been the footstool. 
But thefi Molly came in to play. At first she 
seemed to make the simple thing simpler. Amil- 
care was a strong man, but stiff. Grifone was 
sure he would bungle in his handling of Molly ; 
this truth-telling beauty, ^his flawless jewel in a 
cup would baffle him ; he would neither see it the 
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fine nor the deUcate tool it Was. He worked 
best with a bludgeon which, as ft did brute’s work, 
might be brutishly handled. So far well-^he 
might trust Amilcare to wreck himself^ Unfortu- 
nately, it seemed only too likely he might involve 
Molly in •the mess. That danger was looming ; 
already he set her to decoy work which the girl 
herself (Grifone could see) did hot relish. Tjie 
ladies of Nona were gay and free — too free. Molly 
recoiled visibly, more than once. The men were 
worse. Incredible as it seemed to Grifone, they 
actiially ravaged this tender honeysuckle spray to 
drench themselves with the scent. • Molly, beauti- 
fully patient, courteous, meek as she was, cast a 
scared, paling face about the assemtijiy now and 
again : some of the tallj:, too, cijj: her very deep. 
Grifone was already too much iiiterested in her to 
stomach this. He decided to make discreet Jove 
to his Duchess by a way of^his own. The Nonesi 
(gluttons !) abused her favours ; he would refuse 
them. He would fast where Nona feasted, and 
be the only unkissed guest at her receptions. 



VI 

GRIFONE ENTERS THE MARKET 

The first opportunity he had .,he took. The 
Palazzo Bagnacavallo was thrown open to all 
worthy citizens, the rooms (since no one in these 
courting days was held unworthy) were crowded. 
Ladies, soldiers,^ churchmen, humanists in brocade, 
poets in velvet, a Cardinal, a cross-eyed Greek who 
had. forsaken usury at Trebizond for moral philo- 
sophy at Nona ; Mado*ina Diamante, too-receptive 
wife of the Count of Cornuto ; Madonna Smeralda, 
her discreet friend ; Madonna Saphira ; Madonna 
Rubina ; frizzed young nobles in parti-coloured 
hose ; humble Abbates, uncured and incurable ; a 
monk crowned with laurel for a sonnet ; and a 
K^night of the Holy Ghost in retirement ; — these 
were some of the company among whom Duchess 
Molly was paraded by her discerning lord, to carry 
her smiles of welcome and her pretty ways. 
Grifone, grave, attentive, in black, was there, be 
sure, waiting his turn. It came, and with it 
Molly, blushing and overwrought, new from the 
very kindly salutations of the Greek. To Grifone 
she proffered a greeting which was no less kind 
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because her heart was trouble'll. Her well of 
trust in mankind was not yet Q(ry. Grifone took 
her hand and bent over it ; it was as much as he 
did to brush it with his lips. Molly wondered at 
him. * 

‘ You , should be Messer Grifone, my lord’s 
secretary,’ she said, faltering. 

‘ Alas ! I have that misfortune,’ replied the 
youth, with averted eyes. * 

‘ Why, I j^now you very well,’ said Molly, 

‘ but see now that I have offended you. What is- 
my injury, Signore ? What have I done ? ’ 

' Madonna,’ said Grifone (but so lew that no 
other could hear him), ‘ believe me 'that the offence 
is none of your wilful making. It is, however, 
irremediable. Nothing but misfortund could over- 
come such misfortune aS mine ; *Und that I pray 
Heaven to keep far from you.'** 

‘ Alack ! good Grifone, 'what sayings are these 
for a day that should be happy ? ’ urged the warm- 
hearted girl, with eyes ready to fill. 

‘ Madonna, let me endure the thought of them 
alone, I entreat your Grace.’ 

‘ Never, while I live, Grifone. You make me 
most unhappy. Will you not kiss me ? ’ • 

‘ Never, while I live. Madonna, if I am to live 
honest.’ 

‘ Molly went, white and red, and stood hesi- 
tating, uncertain whether to cry or be angry. ' 
Either might have been a vent for her distress, 
which was real. Commanding herself with pains 
— ‘ I will require you to speak with me after 
supper,’ she said, after a pause for the struggle. 
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Grifone bowed his head and backed away from 
her. She, being! boundless in* capacity for the 
affections of her kind, spent the interval with an 
aching heart. ^ 

Directly supper was done she hunted for the 
Secretary. The affair had by now throbbed itself 
into a question of her physical ease. Her heart- 
strings were at a dangerous stretch, she quivering 
at the point of tears. Master Grifone, for his 
part, had taken very good care that the Duke of 
Nona should be occupied, ^and himself not hard to 
find. Molly came upon him in a gallery of arras; 
caught him crouching there with his face hidden' 
in his ha'nds. She went to him at once, full of the 
trouble he showed her, sat by him, put her arm 
round his heck, and tried to draw his head up. 
Grifone turned lier a whi'te, miserable face. 

‘ Ah ! * he said, husky with reproach, ‘ ah ! you 
have come with the ardours of an angel leaping in 
you ; yet no cruelty could in truth be sharper.’ 

‘ Cruel ? Cruel ? Oh, Grifone, nobody has 
ever said this of me before ! ’ whimpered poor 
Molly. She was swirling in wilder water than she 
knew. 

* ‘ rrnf1t\r ic nnrrvncrirmc none f-hf» lecc 

• i Ij.,. .! .. ..l__ 1 

bitter for that,’ he complained ; and then, all at 
once, he turned fiercely to rend her. ‘ What ! 
when I throb for your footfall^ or when I lean 
swooning to the wall for the scent of your hair as 
you pass ; when I urge against your chamber door 
that I may feed upon the sound of your breath, 
or hunt for broken bread .under your table that 
I may grow drunk on what your fingers have 
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touched ! When I go^ raving at night, weeping 
by day, with a knife in my her^rt, tears that scald 
my eyes ! When jvith these pains to endure, these 
perils to skirt, heights to (fly, you will speak, touch 
me, breathe upon me, tempt me to greet you with 
kissing of, the lips — ah, heaven and hell ! it is over- 
much. I would be an honest man, look you. I 
have a master to serve, I bid you remember. It 
is true enough that I love you out of all measure ; 
there is no sia in that which I cannot help ; but 
misery there is, by our Saviour. The sin is gaping" 
all about me, itching here, aching there, gnawing 
and groping without cease, or stint,, or allay. Yes, 
yes, I know this is true — God help me ! I'love you 
deplorably ; but I will not touch you. You are 
the ever-blessed thing to me ; but 1 will make 
you the ever-abhorred thmg, anathema maranatha. 
I love you, I worship you, I a 3 ore you ; you are 
my saint, my church, my ajtar, my soul s peculiar 
food ; you shall be my devil, his hell, his cauldron, 
my venomous offence. And all this you shall be 
that I may love you yet more, yet incompre- 
hensibly more, and (withal) live honest. I will 
hate you because I adore you. Ah ! and I will 
prove whether by hating you most of all I canrfot 
drown myself in love.’ He threw himself out of 
her reach, and rocked with hidden face. 

Here ‘was pretty hearing for a pr<?tty bride. 
Molly, with heaving bosom, stood abashed and 
dumb, and troubled profoundly. Not only had 
she never tried to stem so fierce a torrent of love, 
nor ever shuddered upder such dry heat in men’s 
words — she had never yet dreamed of so much 
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passion in men created. And glorious passion, 
too, it seemed, so\ stern and repressed — a passion 
which hugged a fetter, a splendid misery of denial. 
Of course she had nothifig to say ; she never had 
anything tb say ; yet she longed to say or do 
something. Her interest in all these §ne things 
was painuil, if delicious ; and it never occurred to 
her for a moment that it could be a sin to listen 
where it was evidently such a virtue to declare. 
She was conscious of no disloyalty ^to Amilcare in 
so listening, in being so troubled, in displaying her 
trouble so unaffectedly. Poor, poor, good Grifone ! 
So very noble, so white and miserable ; HeaVen ' 
knows she would have satisfied him if she could. 
With her, to feel was to touch (if I may so put 
it) ; quite instinctively she stretched out her arms 
to draw him hbme ; thfc good fool would have 
kissed his tears away if he had had any, giving 
him for tfomfort what* he had screamed upon as 
a torment. But that was a talent denied to 
Grifone : he could not cry. All the same, she 
was at the point to kiss him, when he once more 
prevented her — this time without violence. 

‘Ah, my lady, my lady,’ he said, with a smile 
wdiimsically sad, ‘ have a little pity on a torturing 
wretch ! ’ 

Molly now covered her face and freely sobbed. 
The scene was heartrending, and Grifone judged 
that he might give the finishing stroke. He stood 
over her where she was flung (the poor humble 
soul), and laid his fingers lightly on her silken 
shoulder. 

‘Love makes a good reader of a man,’ he said 
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slowly, drawling his words, ‘ Long ago I discerned 
the clear stream o*f truth which i> the issue of your 
love. Henceforward there is a secret pact between 
us two, a secret wholly honourable, since 1 have 
only told it that you might be won over not to 
dare me tgo far. Being honourable, you (who are 
the fountain of honour) will keep it. We go our 
two ways, we look not on each .other, we greet 
not, neither speak what either knows. Chance 
will throw us much together ; yet this law we will 
punctually observe. To me the hour will say — 
“ Guard thee, Grifone ; thy sweet enemy draws 
near.” To you — “Now, goodness be thy guide, 
Molly, lest thou art a cause of stumbling to thy 
brother.” So let it always be.’ 

He left her then, knowing very well that he 
had sworn the good girl to faith inviolable, and 
given her the subject of perennial thought.’ 

And so he had. Mplly kept h'is secret, 
honoured it, honoured him. She came by tortuous 
ways of her hoodblind heart to glory and exult in 
both ; nor had she the wit to discern how or by 
what stealthy degrees the pain and longing she 
pitied in him grew to be more pitiable in herself. 
She watched him wonderfully in those crowded 
days of court life which followed, and when she 
was blinded by her tears, held him as a martyr 
who, for her sak«, lay quivering under the knife. 
It shows the length of her road, that she was never 
aware how much more in her sight he was than 
Amilcare, the man of her election. Amilcare, it 
is true, was greatly c^ccupied : one cannot be a 
duke for nothing. Not home affairs only (though 
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discontent was never far off) called him from 
home : the times ^/ere full of the shock of alarms ; 
thrones toppled ; there were rumours of moving 
hosts beyond the Alps. Cesare, the flame-coloured 
Borgia, was still meditating his kingdom in 
Romagna ; already the I.ady of Forli was flogging 
her sulky lieges into some sort of action for her 
defence. Now; Nona lay dead in the Borgia’s 
way, and unless the Borgia could be hoodwinked 
again as he had been hoodwinked before, Nona 
'need not cease to be a Du(!hy, but Amilcare would 
cease to be a Duke. No wonder the man was 
a lacklove just now. . He intended to play Molly 
for his great stake ; meantime he must be more of 
a duke than he was, recognised as such by other 
powers, by dukes firmly rooted, by grudging 
republics, or tyrat^ts in thin veils. 

And while he was consolidating his throne — 
ruffling here, fawning** there — Grifone was always 
before Molly’s eye ; always plucking at her poor 
heartstrings ; always holding up his grave patience, 
his bleeding, his most eloquent refusals, for her 
wonder. Wonder, indeed, she did, and much 
more than that. The thought sat upon her like a 
brooding evil spirit, frayed her nerves to waste. 
He used to move her so much by this policy of 
negation that she found herself panting as she sat 
among ffer women; or when -from her throned 
seat a^ table she saw his pale profile burn like a 
silver coin in the dusk, the pain of her heart’s 
beating well-nigh made her suffocate. Her 
troubles came to be day-long ; he haunted her by 
night. When she began to ask the Virgin Mary 
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how long she could ensure, it was the signal to 
herself that she could endure tv^ more. She sent 
for him then, and injplored him brokenly — soj^bing, 
kneeling before him — th^t he would leave her. 
Grifone bowed his head. 1 

Next d»iy Amilcare ((|r some other) told her 
that the Secretary was to be absent for some 
months arranging alliances abroad. He went 
without seeing her or bidding any farewells. She 
was prostrate for three or four days, could hardly 
drag herself to church, or away from it when she 
had ^ once gained^ its cool sanctuary aisles. After 
that she got better and more her gld self. The 
relief was as delicious as the grief had b^en ; she 
was really happy. Then she found that she was 
beginning to dread his return. This was exactly 
what he had desired : he was a most astute young 
man. 
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A pedlar's round, 

* f 

Grifone’s tour of negotiation lasted very nearly 
six months — months of comparative ease * for' 
Molly, n«cglected by Kusband and shadowing lover 
alike. During this time the latter visited every 
important court in Italy, except Naples, whither 
he cared not, dnd Parnia, whither he dared not 
venture? — the object of bis journey being, of course, 
to secure 'lis master’s acknowledgment by a better 
title than the throats of a marketed crowd. It 
would be as interesting as it was surprising to see 
the little craftsman at work, the ingenuity with 
which he plied his handful of tools, the proud 
patience with which he endured snub after snub, 
hfs bland passivity and extraordinary rebound. 
First of all, he went to Rome, ever the pivot of 
danger to an Italian diplomat. Molly’s portrait, 
done in his best manner by Dossp of Ferrara, was 
presented to Duke Caesar of Valentinois. 

In ' this, the lady with loose hair and a still 
looser robe (spangled with stars it was, and slipped 
off one white shoulder) was sitting in a green 
wilderness feeding lions with confetti. On a cedar 
"^190 
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near by, were several parrots and a pale owl, and 
from a low-swinging branch a grgat speckled snake 
stooped downward, to embrace Molly’s wai§t in a 
dry fold, and with his hpd writhed forward to 
lick her chin. It was L pleasing piece ; Don 
Cesare was, ravished. The seed planted in him at 
Foligno germinated, produced a bud, before long 
a triumphant flower. Not only would he come to 
Nona, and that soon, but the Holy Father sent 
the Golden Rose to ‘ his dearest daughter in Jesus 
Christ, Maria,.by the same grace Duchess of Nona.” 
O mouth of singular favour ! 

"CVith the scent of this r^re blossom, Grifone 
went off to tickle the nostrils of the North. But 
he must not delay us. Bologna he dared to visit : 
thither the ducal pair must needs go anon. Milan 
received him to some purpose ; Venice received him 
to none at all. Barbarigo was not Doge for nothing. 
Ferrara was busy with thoughts of piety, Jhe whole 
court barefoot, howling ‘ Fac me plagis’ between the 
garden walls. In other places he cried his wares, 
and reached Nona again in the heats of July. 

He found his lovely mistress in a shaking fever, 
languid under the breathless heat of the plain, yet 
never at rest. He found her large -eyed an*d 
bodeful, horribly nervous of him. She had been 
longing to see him, yet every day made vehement 
prayer thaf she might never look on hfhi again, 
when she knew that he was indeed in the palace, 
she shut herself into her chamber with a crucifix, 
and spent the whole day at the window peeping 
from behind a curtain. , Grifone saw the shape of 
her in it, saw her hand at the selvage. 



192 LITTLE NOVELS OV ITALY vii 

‘ Courage, Grifone, ipio caro,’ he assured 
himself ; ‘ she is afraid of thee.’ He resumed his 
state qf armed respect, Molly .her tossing nights 
and pacing days. Affairs were something awry 
within the Duchy, yet Grifone assured his lord 
they were likely to be rn^-ich more awry, out of it. 
Madonna Duchessa must certainly be shown about 
—otherwise, an avalanche. 

Preparations were pushed on. By October the 
Duke and Duchess with a great train set out — 
actually for Bologna, but 'nominally Tor Milanese 
territory. Lodovico, of that great principality, 
would have beyn mortally affronted if he believed' 
Bentivo^io to have been considered first. 'Fhere- 
fore the visit to Bologna was to be a dead secret, 
performed by the principals almost unattended. 
Meantime Grifone (wfio loved mystification) 
prepared litters with a dummy Duke and Duchess 
to go under escort to' Borgo San Donnino. He 
and his wagging escort duly entered that city : 
excuses to the Podesta secured him a covered 
passage to the palace. Once there, unfortunately, 
the populace clamoured for a view, insisted upon 
their Graces’ appearance. Grifone had to set his 
dolls at a window. There they stared, embraced, 
while three Ciceronian orations were delivered from 
the piazza, and all the merchant-guilds marched 
round it ^ith banners and torches. Next morning 
he' got them off safely by some stroke of good 
luck ; but his joke got wind in time, came round 
to Cesare Borgia’s ears, and at last was repeated 
against Nona. For no o/^her reason could this 
absurd incident claim your ears. 
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At Bologna, also, all had gone well with the real 
adventurers — up to a certain point. Bentivoglio 
the tyrant (whose name is surel^ the grimmest of 
his pleasantries) ha\^ing seen the lovely Molly, Was 
disposed to forgive her chat disastrous veracity 
which (you remember) hall prevented him before. 
He was so favourably impressed that Amilcare 
(who never missed a chance) left him alone with 
her for two hours in the garden after supper. At 
the end of that time Molly came to him, stumbling 
over her dress in her b^ste, flushed and in tears^ 
They must leave Bologna at once, she declared ; 
she Would die elsfe, or never look her husband in 
the face. The man had insulted her— wasjiorrible, 
most wicked. Amilcare, her dear lord, must go 
and avenge her, etc., etc. 

Here was a pother. What iSould be done ? 
Grifone, of course, had he beenn,here, would have 
drawn his master’s sword for him, dragged him 
out of the room, and sent’him back in half an 
hour’s time with a bloody testimony of nothing 
on the blade. Molly would have been pacified, 
Bentivoglio snug abed, the sword none the worse 
for a little pig’s blood. But Grifone was at Borgo 
jigging his dolls and listening to Cicero, and 
Amilcare lost his head. He pooh-poohed the 
whole affair ; Molly grew pale, stopped crying. 
Amilcare began to feel himself — come, come, she 
was reasonable alter all. He condescended to 
explain the fine uses of Italian statecraft, the “wife’s 
part, the husband’s part. He was most explicit ; 
Molly grew white, ended by fainting. Amilcare 
carried her to bed ; she refused to sleep with him. 
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He raged ; she cared nothing. She was wild with 
terror, shame, discovery of her lover’s worth, and 
of her love’s. He had to beg her pardon on his 
knees,' made an enemy, of Bentivoglio, a fool of 
himself, tnd left next morning in a tearing 
passion. : 

Grifone, who met his master at Cremona, lost 
no time in seeing that something had gone counter, 
a^id very little in finding out what it was. 

‘ Leave it to me, my good lord,’ he said 
.comfortably ; ‘ I will explain it to Madonna in 
another way.’ 

Before they went to bed he had a little guarded 
talk with his duchess, half-excusation of his absence 
which might have aggravated her alarms, half- 
condemnation of Amilcare ; the whole, con- 
sequently, a veiled eulogy of himself. 

Molly was vc. y quiet at first, subdued and 
miserable', but sincerely grateful. To express this, 
she fell into her natural way, a way of little timid 
tendernesses, little touchings of the arm, urgings of 
the cheek. Grifone received them rigidly ; she 
was reduced to tears. Thereupon he kissed her 
ardently, twice, and fled. She remained a long 
while in the dark, breathless, limp, awed, and 
absurdly happy. Next morning he was as distant 
as the Alps and quite as frosty. At dusk they 
reached Milan. 

. Whatever Duke Ludovic (titular of Bari, actual 
of Milan) may have intended to ensue, he gave 
them a proper reception. Cardinal Ascanio 
Sforza came to the city gate with clergy and the 
Council ; cavalry, a parti-coloured array, pennoned 
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and feathered, es9orted.them to the castle. There, 
on the steps within the great c<iurtyard, the Moor 
himself, sumptuom in silver brocade, and,Do/ina 
Beatrice his wife ; therei his tired sister. Duchess 
Bona, and her by no me (.ns tired daug*Kter, Bianca 
Maria of ‘the green eyes,jstood panoplied to await 
them. Trumpets announced the greetings that 
passed ; yet another fanfare the greetings that 
were to come when within the hall, at the 
foot of the • broad staircase, they found and 
kissed the hands of tHfe anxious little Duke Gian 
Gajeazzo and bis pretty wife — pair of doomed 
children, even then in the co'd shadow of their fate. 

Half-hearted, fainting Molly went through her 
little part with the accustomed success. Her 
pretty English-Italian, her Engligh lips, again her 
eager hands, so anxious to sear(^ friends out, found 
their sure way to one at least. Bianca Maria, 
affianced of the Roman Kiag, delighted to kiss and 
be kissed, announced herself the shy girl’s lover. 
Pleasure broke over her face, broke the glaze of 
her bottomless eyes with a gleam like the sun’s, 
when in still water it betrays deep green paths of 
light. 

She was an enigmatic rogue, so clever that* to 
most she seemed of unplumbed stupidity. Those 
blank green eyes of hers, that waxen face, that 
scarlet impenetrable mouth, her even gaft and look . 
of ruminating, look of a dolt — who knew, Bianca 
Maria ? Not Maximilian, the mild - mannered 
King ; not Duke Ludovic (tl\at creased traitor), 
who schemed her -marriage ; not altogether 
Lionardo, who painted half her portrait and taught 
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her much of his wisdom ; certain! / iiot poor Molly 
of Nona. All thet.Milanese were her lovers, and 
her^ wa,s another heart, Molly’s^ to wit, laid open 
and soothed by the little witch’s quick hand-stroke. 
Bianca Marla had all her secrets with all her love 
in the first hour of their €|nbracery. 

The two girls sat clasped in one chair in that 
pretty time of dressing when half is undone and 
half" s to do. Molly, feeling a fool but loving to 
have it so, sat in the lap of the younger, who 
rnothered her. 

After many days, Lionardo, who forgot no- 
thing, and nevqr her whom he thus happened on, 
glorified her as the Virgin Mary on the knees of 
Saint Anne. _ The indefinite smile, the innocent 
consciousness, tl^ tender^ maiden ways ! Wife, 
mother, handmaid of High God, he thought of her 
as of.Mollj^ in apotheosis ; dutiful for love’s sake, 
yet incurably a child, n\ade for the petting place. 

‘ Grifone the Secretary is your lover, my Molly,’ 
said Bianca Maria the wise. 

Molly admitted the sobering truth, and the 
other pinched her lip. 

‘Take care of him, my dear. He is more 
perilous than that stiff husband you now have. 
The husband is a trading fool. He uses you as 
a carrot to induce donkeys. The other is more 
, curious, ahd has no use for donkeys. He will use 
you otherwise.’ 

‘ Why, how will he use me, then ? ’ said open- 
eyed Molly. She was vaguely ill at ease ; but the 
other shammed stupid. All, she could be brought 
to add was — 
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‘ I will take Jbare «f you if I can. You will 
never do here, nor should ©ver have come — a 
lamb among our Lombard wolves, Had«you no 
English lover, to kill Arjiilcare and prgvent it.? ’ 
Molly thought of Gr ;gory Drax, who had been 
upon the* North seas at ^the time. Gregory Drax 
used to lean over the garden gate chewing straws. 
This he did by the hour togethfer, to the perfect 
satisfaction of himself and understanding of the 
neighbours. <Molly could not think that it would 
have led to the slaying* of Amilcare. 

What was, he like, this Gregorio.?’ asked 
Bianca Maria, suddenly alert wh«n she had got 
his name smoothly. 

Molly did her best — ruddy, blue-.eyed, always 
blushing and laughing, fair-haired, very long arms. 
He was a marinajo. , 

‘ He sounds to be so,’ s^id Bianca Maria. Then 
she clapped her hands and«summoned Lionardo. 

The great man had no sooner appeared (noise- 
lessly in the doorway, the inscrutable grey-beard) 
than she kissed her friend and bade her go with 
her women to the appointed quarters of the Nonesi. 
Lionardo gravely saluted her as she went rpsy 
out. He had seen the Virgin in the lap of Saint 
Anne and cared no more for the poor original. 

‘ Dear^ Lionardo,’ said the girl in the chair to 
the most learneiti man of her day, ‘ you shall^ do 
me the favour to write a letter in Latin to a 
certain English lord, Messer Gregorio Dras, Mar- 
inajo^ Londra.’ 1 

‘ Principessa,’ said ‘the great man, ‘ I am ready. 
Recite your letter.’ 
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‘To her very singular ^goodv lord,’ the letter 
began — the only ope, so far as I know, written by 
the,En>press Bianca Maria to England; certainly 
the only one she ever wrote to Wapping. The 
conceit of it was as foBows ; That the lovely 
Lady Molly was at N6na on the confines of 
Lombardy and Romagna, Wife of a man who would 
shortly be murdered in order that she might be- 
come the mate of the assassin ; that a very great 
lord, son of the Holy Father, was 'intending for 
those parts, and would pfobably take the same 
means to secure himself the position of her third 
husband. The writer proposed that the Lord 
GregoriusJ^ whose virtue and celerity of judgment 
were well known throughout Italy, should journey 
out to Nona with all reasonable despatch and 
repossess himself o( the lady. ‘ Thus your lord- 
ship,! it concluded, ‘ may happily become fourth 
husband oT a lady, whose charms are of a sort 
so noble and perdurable that they are unlikely to 
suffer from the arduous duties their excellence 
involves. Yet such haste as is compatible with 
your worshipful degree in the realm of England 
maj be recommended. From Milan, etc., in the 
year of our thankful Redemption 1494.’ 

‘ How shall we send our letter speediest, my 
Merlin ? ’ His enchantress laid her emerald spell 
.over him— O incomparable witchr! Such sorcery 
exalted, him always. He lifted her question upon 
one of his towering flights. 

‘The wings of birds, if we could use them, 
were admirable for the purpose, Princess,’ he re- 
plied. ‘ But, for the moment, the difficulty of 



VII 


THE flWCHESS OF NONA 199 

instructing such Messengers is insuperable. And 
not only so, but it is probable that the Lord Gre- 
gorio, seeing such, an envoy to his hand,. might 
put a bolt into it, and itself into the ppt, without 
interrogatories delivered or answers made. So 
messenger* and message would alike be boiled. 
Another way occurs to me, which arises out of 
this consideration. We stand, eafth bather of ys, 
in a lake of air. A lake ^ Rather, an illimitable 
ocean of it spread over land and sea, in which the 
very mountain-tops do ‘blink. Should not, then, 
the, pulsing of our thought, as it rings outward 
from us, be discernible in the ripples about the 
Lord Gregorio’s ears Obviously it should. But 
the reading of such ripples would be a i>ice matter ; 
and again we lack means, and again the time, to 
instruct his lordship. Once myre ’ 

‘ Ah, you dream your subtleties, and my letter 
gets cold,’ said Bianca Maria, pouting. ‘ You 
are now just as you sit watchfully, when you 
should be painting my picture.’ 

‘ It is then that I am painting my hardest. 
Princess Saint Anne,’ he returned, ‘ But leave 
with me your letter. It shall go in a man’s bosom 
to-morrow morning.’ 

High affairs of State are not settled in a week, 
nor Dukes so apt at billing as a pair of girls. 
Duke Ludovic wbuld not declare himself to every 
adventurer ; Duke Amilcare was too patently ad- 
venturous to disclose all his hand. Then came 
Grifone, with a game of his oy^n. Blind each of 
one eye, they set to dealing their cards for beggar- 
my-neighbour. 
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Now, Ludovic feared, one {man in all Italy, 
and so did Amilpare. That was the one man in 
all^ It^y whom Grifone respected, on whom he 
thought he could honestly rely. Thought he to 
himself, ‘ Can their Serenities be leagued against 
this man in my service ? Can they not, by our 
risen Lord ? ’ He fancied that they might. 

To this end 'he proposed to his master, very 
shortly, the assassination of Borgia by means of 
the lovely Molly. Let her, at a private banquet, 
inveigle him to drink a cup. 

‘Suggest this to the Duke qf Bari,’ he said. 
‘ I think your, lordship will not be disappointed. 
Substantial pledges must be exacted, of course ; he 
must tread in deep enough to leave a footmark or 
two visible 'twi:y: Milan and Nona.’ 

Amilcare thought well of this advice and 
followed it. Ludovicj incredulous at first and 
breathless,* took a fortnight to ponder. He con- 
sulted Cardinal Ascanio, consulted his astrologers, 
took the test of the opening Virgil. His eye 
lighted upon the portentous words : ‘ Tantae molis 
erat Romanam condere gentem.’ Who would 
have twittered after those ? He sought his guest 
arfd told him roundly that if the thing went well 
he would send an envoy to the court at Nona, and 
support the new Duchy with moral force. 

Amilcrfre did not believe him, naturally, nor 
did he^ greatly care for moral forces. He stipu- 
lated for an envoy at once, an invitation for himself 
and his wife to Bia^nca Maria’s wedding, and for a 
loan of twenty thousand duoats in specie. 

Ludovic boggled horribly at this ; but they 
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accorded at last. I* The •envoy was to go then and 
there, the invitation should kfi sent when the 
Borgia had agreed, to visit Nona, and the money 
when he was within a day’s ride of. that city. 
Reduced to cipher-writing, this treaty was placed 
below the •visible Host on the high altar of Sant’ 
Eustorgio ; the allies received the Communion, 
and after another week’s festivities the Duke aijd 
Duchess of Nona went home. 

At parting the two girls clung together. 

‘ We shall never meet again, child,’ cried the 
.chosen Empress. ‘ I am sure of it.’ 

Molly kissed her, ‘ Are we not to come to 
your marriage, dear Bianca ? ’ 

‘My marriage?’ cried the other. . ‘You will 
as likely see me there ai^ that shadow of -a name 
which will be my bridegroom.* You will. see my 
simulacrum, a plastered effigy of me. I shall be 
stiff with gold-dust and diamonds ; a doll marry- 
ing a doll’s bedgown. Why should I be there if 
his ever-august Majesty is represented by a puff 
of silly breath ? Pray never look for Bianca 
Maria in the Queen of the Romans. The Queen 
of the Romans is a doll, windy ruler of the name 
of a people ; Bianca Maria Sforza, daughter of 
thieves, has been your friend, as you will see. 
She has provided for your third husband an honest 
man. Now kiss* me for the last time and, by 
Heaven, go quickly, or I shall keep you here for 
my soul’s health.’ 

The fierce little hungry cieature threw her 
arms round Molly’s neck and kissed her like a 
lover. 
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Molly was melted into teac^s. * Oh, Bianca, 
you bewilder, yoy, terrify me ! What is this of 
husbands and your soul ? ’ 

‘ Ah, my soul ! ’ cried she. ‘ Do you think so 
highly of it as to suppose it will survive this 
marri^e, or so lightly as not to care ? • My soul, 
poor child, is in the case with your lovely body. 
It is the tied bird of all these fowlers.’ 


‘ Alas, alas ! But I cannot understand,’ Molly 
wailed ; but the other caught her the closer. 

‘ That you do not understand, Ciirina, is your 
salvation. It proves you immortal. Now .go. 
No ! Kiss me, kiss me ! ’ 


They 'were parted at last ; and though they did 
meet again,, they kissed no more. 



VIll 

•PRIVATE TREATY 

To a most elaborately penned invitation the 
Borgia responded by half a dozen wfrds scrawled 
by his secretary. He would be in the March at 
such and such a time, and would spend such and 
such a day in Nona. 

He had heard from Amilcare ; he replied to 
Molly. The insult was glaring, even to her. 

‘ Is this tolerable, my lord ? ’ said tne meek 
beauty, incensed at last. 

Amilcare shrugged. ‘ It may not have to be 
borne very long,’ said he. ‘ For my part I am 
accustomed to reckon a gift by its use to me, not 
by the sacking round about it.’ He was now 
beyond his wife’s depth : she neither followed not 
tried to follow him. 

In these days she saw but little of her lord, 
and could Have wished it less. He, who Hn action 
was as cheerful a soul as you could wish to servfe, 
was harassed by the long expectances of diplomacy, 
and in the routine work of gov^ning most grim. 
The Nonesi had come»to hate him a good deal, 
but to fear him more. Expenses were incalcul- 

203 



204 LITTLE NOVELSX>F ITALY vm 

able, the taxes grew ; there ^were riots. Savage 
snaps of speech in the Council did harm ; im- 
prisonments followed, then some unaccountable 
sudden 4caths. High and low alike, none knew 
where the blow might fall, but all flinched at it. 

In these distresses Molly served him well, for 
she at least was universally loved. If the Duke 
had a man stabbed, the Duchess took such sweet 
consolation to the widow that none could murmur 
long. To watch her warm tears flow was in itself 
a solace ; to feel her arms, to vvin her kissing 
mouth, quickened those doubtful poor souls. . 

Furtively . also, Grifone w'as on her side ; a 
neat phrase here and there made her position plain 
to the most infidel in the city. It is true that 
while he helped her there he tortured her other- 
where inexpressibly. He hardly ever left her now, 
and her heart bled to see him go in fear of her ; 
she prayed night and day that he might have 
strength to shake off this biting, cruel love. It 
never entered her head that she could console him 
by perfidy to a perfidious husband ; it had entered 
Grifone’s head a hundred times, but he always 
put it out. He could afford to wait for what, 
after all, he only valued as a concession to vulgar 
opinion. In thought she had been his for a year ; 
and in the mind he lived most deliciously. It 
was, no doubt, his full intent to make her his in 
all the grossness of the fact, -but not until he had 
got rid of Amilcare, or induced Amilcare to get rid 
of himself. This was what the stiff-necked Con- 
dottiere was now doing as fast as his best enemies 
could have wished. His people hated him so 
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bitterly that he wiwld certainly have worn mail 
— had not Molly meen his mail. They spared 
him because they lov^d her, and* believed that he 
still had her heart. ‘ Amilcar, uxoris gratia, Dux,’ 
was now the fact. Grifone could have destroyed 
belief and Him together by a lift of the eyebrow ; 
but he wanted more than tl^at, so waited on. 

The little fellow was really ..extraordinary. 
Luxurious as he was to the root, and effeminate ; 
hating as he did cold water, cold food, the cold 
shoulder; one and all of ‘these shuddering things 
he had schooled himself to bear without a blink. 
He grew even to take a stern pleasure in the 
bitterness they cost him, as he turned them to his 
uses and reckoned up his balance at the bank. 
Amilcare snarled at him, cut his words but of his 
mouth, struck him, kicked him once like a yard- 
dog. Grifone added it all to his* store. 

But as the day for Duke Cesare’s vi'Jit drew 
near, Molly began to be much again in her hus- 
band’s thoughts — how far she would go in this 
maturer time. She had charmed the man once 
before, at Foligno ; she had charmed everybody. 
But then she had been charmed herself. Subse- 
quently she had charmed Bentivoglio, not sd’ 
happily but that she endangered her own spell. 
That was the present trouble, for hitherto her 
charm had ‘lain puecisely in herself, in the little 
everyday acts which were her own nature. Benti- 
voglio had reasonably wanted more : so would 
Borgia want very much more.^ Could Molly 
be brought, not to surrender all he wanted, but 
to make him want ? Amilcare, growing tense 
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between his difficulties, felt that explanations must 
be given and received, felt also that they must 
come from himself — in fact, Grifone had declined 
them— and felt that he was not strong in such 
work. Direction he could give, but not explana- 
tion. However, he must try. 

On a vivid morning! of early summer, when the 
lemon-trees in- the cortile looked as if they had 
been cut out of metal, and the planes and very 
poplars were unwinking in the. thick blue air, 
Amilcare came into his wife’s roomr She had not 
expected him ; he found her lying dishevelled and 
unbusked, with all her glossy hair tumbled loose. 
Very niuch a maiden still, notwithstanding her 
year and a half of troublous marriage, she jumped 
up directly she saw him, and, blushful, covered 
her neck. Amilcare, finding her and the act 
adorable together, took her in his arms and kissed 
her ; then he led heV back by the hand to the 
window-cushions, and made her sit upon his knee. 
He began to play with her hair. 

‘ What a silken mesh, my Molly ! What a 
snare for a man in this lovely cloud ! How 
fragrant of roses ! Ah, most beautiful wife, you 
could lead all Italy by a strand of this miraculous 
hair.’ 

She was pleased with his praises, touched and 
grateful'; she kissed him for them. So they grew 
rnore, friendly than they had been ever since the 
Bentivoglio had shocked her modesty and faith 
in him at once. ^ Amilcare rattled on ; love-talk 
comes easily to the Italian tongue, whose very 
vocables are caresses. 
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Gradually he i^rew m and in to the Borgia, 
centre of all his spinning thought. 

‘ There is a lover of yours, 'for instance ! ’ he 
said, comically aghast ; and Molly laughed. 

‘ Why, Amilcare, you make all the v^orld to be 
my lover, all the world to look at me through your 
eyes. Believe it, they see^ me truer than you do, 
I am a very simple person.’ 

Amilcare began to count upon his fingers, ode 
hand meeting .the other round Molly’s caught 
waist. . 

‘ The Borgia, the Count of Cavalcalupo, Oreste 
Coldnna, Negroponte, three Bishops at Sesto, 
Bianca Maria, Cardinal Ascanio Sforza, Ordelaffi, 
Benti ’ 

She stopped him there with a hand on his 
mouth. ‘ Pah, the horrible man !* 

Amilcare gaily struggled *for vent, and — 
‘ voglio ! ’ he concluded the word. ‘ You may 
not relish the trophy, my wife ; but him you un- 
doubtedly charmed. And now Don Cesare is 
coming. Him also it will be as needful as easy 
to please.’ 

Molly turned in her husband’s arms to consider 
him. Something in his tone (rather than the 
words he had used) struck bodefully upon her. 
Amilcare was kissing her hair and would not give 
over : she tast down her eyes unsatisfied,* 

‘ I hope I may always please my lord’s friends,’ 
she said in a low voice. 

Amilcare settled himself yet more luxuriously 
in his cushions, and looked at the ceiling. 

‘ You must charm him, my soul,’ he said in- 
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tensely ; ‘you must charm him.* I am in his hands, 
in his way ; he has sought my '^uin and I believe 
still seeks it. Tw^ice he has tried to poison me, 
once to have me stabbed ; if hfe tries again he will 
succeed. Nothing can turn Don Cesare from his 
path but a woman. Therefore, you must charm 
him, ravish his eyes, you know very well how 
to do that.’ 

Molly stared, grew red, began to stammer. 

‘ But how can I ? Oh, Amilcare, what do 

you ask of me ? ’ 

Then he looked at her, severely but without 
malice. She noticed for the first time the cold- 
steel hue in his eyes, the complete absence of 
friendliness — a tinge which his men knew very 
well, and other men’s men even better. 

‘ I ask of you, my Molly, that the man be put 
at his ease,’ he said deliberately (happy in ordering 
at last) ; ‘ more, that his direction be turned. He 
must be made high-hearted, full of glorious hope, 
not counting cost, keen in pursuit. He must 
blow off the cobwebs of his doubt ; rather, these 
must shred from him as he flies in chase. I cannot 
afford his distrust. I can do nothing without you. 
Light of Heaven ! am I asking too much .? Or 
do you suppose that my safety with the Borgia is 
not yours also ? ’ He shrugged his intolerable 
indignation and threw back his head. • Thus he 
avsjided to look at his wife. 

She still sat upon his knee, but like an alien, 
bolt upright, reasoning out her misery with wide 
tearless eyes, and a hand to press her bosom down. 
Shocks were no more for her — she had learned too 
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much ; but these things,^ seemed like hard fingers 
on a familiar wound, which opened the old sore 
and set it aching. The part hfe now put to her 
had only to be nartied to be shown for horrible ; 
was yet too horrible to be named ; yet' had to be 
named. 

‘ You ask of me to charm your enemy,’ she 
said in a still, fascinated voice (as if. she were forced 
by a spell to speak obscenity) : ‘ to beguile your 
enemy — to m^ke him — make him — seek me 
Him, the man„who tried,to murder you .? Charm 
him ? Charm him ? Lead him to pursue ? ’ 

She could hardly drag the words out of her, 
but Lord ! what a fool she was. At least, Amil- 
care thought so. The plainest duty, the easiest ; 
this childish woman’s game ! He jumped up, 
quivering with nerves on 'edge, and the sympathy 
between the pair lacked even tou’ch. Molly foupd 
her feet, stood brooding before him, all her hair 
about her lowered face. 

To see her thus, a mute, a block, maddened 
Amilcare. He clenched his fists. ‘ Yes, Madam ’ 
— his words bit the air — ‘ you shall charm this 
enemy of mine, if you please ; this assassin, this 
ravener of other men’s goods. You shall charnf 
him in the way you best know — you and your 
nation. Bentivoglio I excused you ; he was not 
worth your pains. , Borgia I shall not excuse you. 
I showed you to him with this only view ; I asked 
him here, I speak to you now, with this only view. 
You are adorable in every part, if you choose to be. 
Italy has no woman like,jrou, so winning, so much 
the sumptuous child : such tall buds shoot only in 
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the North. To it, thenj GHarm him as you 
charmed me. Teach him — Santii Dio ! — teach him 
to^die for a smile? At least afford him the smile 
or the provocation of it : thfe rest shall be my 
affair. Soiil of Christ ! am I to miss this astound- 
ing opportunity Never in the world. I bid you 
by all you hold sacred. to do your dhty. Am I 
plain enough ? ' , 

He was. She had grown as grey as a cloth, 
could say nothing, only motion with her dry lips. 
But she bent her head tq him, and, stretched out 
her hands in token of obedience to law. 

‘ Good,’ said Amilcare, ‘ my' wife understands 
me.’ And he went out then and there to his 
Council. His conviction of her submissiveness 
(and of ot’her things about her to modify it) may 
be gauged by the fact that he never saw her again 
(except ceremonially) until a certain moment after 
the dinner with Borgia. 

Grifone saw her all the more for that. What 
he saw satisfied him that she was in terrible trouble. 
She slunk about, to his view, as if beaten down by 
shame. . He had seen young girls in that strait 
very often, when the first step had been taken, the 
first flush faded from the venture, the first after- 
knowledge come. They always went as though 
they were watched. More than that, he discerned 
that she was nearly broken for vijant of a counsellor: 
hfe caught her long gaze fixed upon him some- 
times, She seemed to be peering through him, 
spoke to herself (he thought) as she sat vacantly 
upon her throne* or at table among the quick wits, 
with all her spying ladies to fence her in. If any 



VIII 


TriE ^^IJCHESS OF NONA 211 

one addressecf.the i^ord.to her she flushed suddenly 
and began to catith after her breath. He could 
see how shortly that breath *came, and how, it 
seemed to hurt her.* If she answered at all, it was 
stupidly and beside the purpose ; then she would 
look conscious of her dulness, grow uncomfortably 
red, be at* the point to cry. All this, while it 
could not but gratify him, made him a little sorry 
too. 

One night,.at a very brilliant assembly given 
by the notorious Donna. Smeralda Buonaccorso,*he 
saw her standing forlorn on the terrace, like a 
‘lonely rock in the sea — the most beautiful woman 
in Nona and the most splendidly attired, absolutely 
alone in all that chattering, grimacing crowd. The 
Duchess of Nona ! This consideration alone 
moved him to real pity— for to be great and un- 
fortunate has a freakish way*of touching your 
heart — it moved him quietly towards her, to 
whisper in her ear — * 

‘ Madonna ’ — (and Heaven ! how she started) 
‘ Madonna, what you need now is the courage of 
your race. But courage, I well know, comes only 
by confidence, and confidence is what I can give 
you. Trust for trust ; will you hear me ’ * 

But she looked piteously at him, as if she had 
been found out, and put her hands to her ears. 

‘ I dare not hear you ! I dare not ! ‘How can 
you speak to me when I have never asked — ^ne^er 

thought Ah, leave me, Grifone. I have not 

heard you yet : ask me not — but go ! ’ 

It was she that wept, that hurried from him, 
stumbling in her haste, like a hunted thing. He 
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could see no more of hei; that ni£,ht, so with a 
shrug turned to his quiet amuserRent. There were 
women, there pleasant enough.^ It was true that 
he wanted but one woman superlatively ; but it was 
eminently (jrifone’s maxim that, failing that which 
you need, you should take that which y^gu can get. 

The last stage in the education of Molly, Amil- 
care found must positively be left to the Secretary. 

On the night before Duke Cesare’s arrival, when 
every other preparation had been made, Grifone 
came into his master’s ^room, late. He said 
nothing, nor got any greeting ; but he placed a 
little phial on, the t^ble, and waited. Aniilcare' 
looked at'it, did not touch it. It was a very small 
phial, half full of a clear liquid. 

‘ You prepared it yourself, Grifone ? ’ 

Grifpne nodded ^pleasantly. 

Then 1 may rest assured } ’ 

‘ You may, my lord" 

‘ I will ask you to make all arrangements, 
Grifone. When the time comes you will take the 
cup to Madonna Duchessa, with a hint of so much 
as may be necessary to provide against mischances. 
Will this be done ^ ’ 

* ‘ Punctually and surely. Excellence.’ The 
Secretary retired with his bottle. 

Amilcare sat on with a tight smile which 
neither ■Whxed nor waned, but seemed ‘frozen on 
his* faqe. He may thus have sat for two or three 
hours, his eyes fixed on a point at the table’s edge. 
That point, whate^ver it was, a speck of dust, may 
be, seemed to grow and grow till it was monstrous 
and a burden intolerable to endure. Amilcare, 
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with an efFon^ stretched out his hand and cuffed 
at it. He knocl^ed a book o^ the table by this 
means, then started then swore at himself. • Twice 
after this he spoke, smiling all the y^hile. ‘ Is 
it now indeed ? ’ he asked, raising one eyebrow ; 
‘is it now. indeed ’ Then he got up, stretched 
himself noisily, and lay ydown as he was on the 
sofa, to sleep in a moment. • 

Molly lay with a young maid of hers that night 
and never had*a wink. 



IX 

THE LAST bidding'' 

That golden Duke of Valenti noic had a pompous^ 
reception ,from' his august ally of Nona. Amilcare, 
riding like Castor, at one with his horse, went out 
at the head of his court to meet him. The 
Centaurs lined Vhe way' with a hedge of steel. 
Hat in' hand, the Duke of Nona rode back with 
his guest to the garlanded gates. There, a fluttered 
choir, all virgins and all white, strewed flowers ; 
from that point to the Piazza Grande one song 
came leaping on the heels of another. On the 
steps of the Duomo were the clergy in brocade, 
a mitred bishop half-smothered under his cope in 
their midst. The two Dukes dismounted, and 
hand-in-hand entered the church; the organ 
pealed ; the choir burst out with the chant, Ecce, 
Rex tuus a^enit ; and then (seeing Cesare had once 
been a Cardinal), Ecce Saceraos magnus. The 
smok6 of incense went rolling to the roof, Te 
Deum spired between the rifts ; an Archbishop 
intoned the Mass' of the Holy Ghost. Cesare, in 
white satin, golden-headed,' red-gold in the beard, 
cloaked and collared with the Golden Fleece, knelt 
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in the middle Uf the dome ; beside him the hawk- 
faced Amilcare, s^endid in silj^er armour, knelt 
also — but stiffly ; w^hereas the Borgia (graceful* in 
all that he did) drooped easily forward gn his prie- 
dieUy like the Archangel Gabriel who brought the 
great tidirjgs to Madonna Maria. Amilcare, at 
that rate, was like Mic^-ael, his more trenchant 
colleague, that ‘ bird of God.’ * , 

The Bishop, who new perfectly well why the 
Duke had corfle to Nona, and why Nona’s Duke 
wanted him there, preiched a sermon which the 
paving Italian virtue of urbanity prevented from 
being either monstrous or ridiculous. Before the 
altar the two lords kissed each other.* One of 
them had tried and the other was about to try 
murder as a political expedient ^ but that was 
no reason why good manner^ should not pre- 
vail. Decent ceremony \yas always a ^virtue of 
the race. , 

Half an hour before dinner Grifone (who had 
not been to church) stood before his mistress, 
who had not been suffered to go. He had a 
flagon in his hands, of silver gilt, like the calyx 
of a great flower whose stem was sheathed ^in 
the clustered wings of angels, whose base was 
their feet. He held it in both hands as if it were 
a chalice. 

Molly, beaten* out and white, looked at it d^lly, 
but did not seem to see it. 

‘ Madonna mia,’ said the youth, ‘ this is the 
loving-cup which I am to hand to you after dinner, 
and which you are to hand to Duke Cesare.’ 

He hardly heard her answer, but judged by 
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the shaping of her lips that u. was, ‘Well, 
Grifone ? ’ ^ ^ 

. ‘ Ekike Cesare will ask yop to sip of it first. 
Madonna.’, 

His looks were piercing ; yet she was too far 
gone to be disturbed by such as those,* She even 
smiled faintly at his emphasis. 

, ‘ Well, Grifone ’ she asked again, in that same 
dry whisper. ‘ How shall that be harm to him if 
I 5I0 it ’ 

Grifone blew out his lips. ‘ Hirm, per Dio ! 
None at all, but common prudqfice on his part. 
No harm to him, lady ; but to you obeying him, 
destructidn, death ! ’ 

Molly s,tared. Her breath came hollow from 
her mouth. , 

‘ Death, Grifony ? ’ she faltered, and then pored 
over his face again. 

He nodded his worjis into her. 

‘ Death, Madonnina.’ 

The girl tottered to her feet — had to balance 
like a rope-dancer to keep upon them. 

‘ But then — but then — O Saviour ! ’ 

She threw her arms up. He thought she would 
fall, so put one of his round her waist. He felt 
her heart knocking like a drum, pressed her closer, 
drew her in and kissed her, with a coaxing word 
or two. *' She tried to collect lierself-L-alas ! her 
wits were scattered wide. Her head drooped to 
his shoulder. 

After that ther,e began the most pitiful business. 
She was pleading with him ki a whining, wheedling, 
silly voice, which would have broken down an 
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Englishman. \^GriTbne .himself was pricked. It 
was like a child, 'frightened into slyness, coaxing 
its mother. . 

‘ Dear Grifone, dear Grifone ! You will not 
hand me the cup. Oh, please, please, please ! ’ 

Grifone^kissed her. ‘ Why, what can I do ? ’ 
he said. ‘ My lord has ordered it so, dear one.’ 

She took no notice of*his familiarities ; indeed, 
the tone they lent his voice may have soothed the 
poor affectionate wretch. But she only wrung her 
hands at his news. 

‘ No, no, no [ ’Tis impossible ! No, no, he 
coufd never do it ! ’ . . 

‘ I can repeat his words,’ said the hiexorable 
Grifone ; ‘ he said ’ 

Then she sprang awaj from him as it he had 
whipped her, and crouched ii^ a corner, at bay. 
She began to rave, seemingly in a high delirium, 
pointed at him, wagged h9r arm at him, mowing 
the air. 

‘ Never repeat them, never repeat them. 1 
shall die if you do ! ’ 

Grifone set down his cup, ran forward and em- 
braced her. ‘ My lovely lady, my adorable Molly ! ’ 
he murmured in a passion of admiration for her 
transformed, unearthly beauty. 

She noticed nothing of him or his doings, lay 
lax in his armsK She stared, gulpiTig down 
horror ; she looked like some shocked Addolorata 
come upon the body of her dead Son. And so, 
perhaps (since all good women rjiother their lovers 
or lords), she was fate to face with her dead. 
Tears came to blot out her misery, she could not 
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stay their fall. They anointed ^alsu the burning 
cheeks of young Grifone, and llrove him outside 
himself with love. He kissefj her softly again, 
with reverence, and whispered — 

* Courage, sweet lady ; I shall be with you. I 
have it all in hand. The end for you and me 
shall be happiness undreamed of yet. The Duke 
co.mes in a quarter of an hour.’ Then he left her 
alone. 

The affair will go by clockwork,’ he assured 
himself. ‘Neither fast n’or slow, but by clock- 
work.’ He had an ingenious mind, and love4, 
mechanics. 



•WITH ALL FAULTS 


At ^the coming put from church the two Dukes 
^mentally at least) separated their paths coincided, 
but not their thoughts, nor their behavtour. By 
common consent, as it appeared, Amilcare at once 
resumed the obsequious^ Cesare *the overbearing 
port. Amilcare talked profusely^ smirked, grimaced, 
pranced by the other’s side, writhed his hands, in 
copious explanation of nothing at all? Cesare 
shrugged. The amount of disdain an Italian can 
throw into a pair of dull eyes or an irritable 
shoulder, the amount of it another will take 
without swallowing, can still be studied whenever 
a young lieutenant of the line sits down to break- 
fast in a tavern, and the waiter slaves for his penny 
fee. Yet, depend upon it, the cringer has balanced 
to a nicety the sweets and sours of boot-blacking 
against the* buona ynano ; the rest is pure Sommerce. 
So now, the deliberate insolence of the flushed 
Borgia towards his host was a thing to be dumb at ; 
yet Passavente redoubled his voUibility. 

Going up the steps of the Palazzo Bagnacavallo, 
the guest plum ply told his entertainer to bring out 
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the woman and go to the devij^ji^ his cackling. 
ALmWeare laughed all over his fefce at the best joke 
in the world, and bowed to. the earth. Thus 
humoured they went in to dinner. 

Molly, in fold over fold of silk gauze which let 
every lovely limb be seen as glorified in a rosy 
mist, met them in the ante-room, and thenceforth 
the Borgia had eyes for iriothing but the beauty of 
her. The moment he saw her, he drew, as once 
before, a sharp breath ; she greetjed him in her 
fashion ; he was moved to a fit of trembling. 

From that time forth Amilcare was as though 
he were not. The Roman waited for no invitation 
and disregarded those he got. Would his Grace 
be pleased to dine ? His Grace went on pouring 
out his talk to the wonderful rose-coloured lady. 
Amilcare, patient to excess, watched. Presently 
Ces.are said, ‘ Madama, shall we go to dinner ? ’ and 
to dinner they went, Amilcare rubbing his hands 
behind them. 

They found the table prepared — a very low 
one ; divans to sit upon ; none but Grifone, pale 
and respectful, in the little painted chamber. 

All this had been carefully provided. The 
Duke’s suite dined in another wing of the palace ; 
the choir of minstrels, who held the passage 
between them, had mail under their cassocks, and 
two-edged swords made for thrusting. They 
wefe fifty strong. Every page-in-waiting in the 
hall and long cool passages was a ‘ Centaur ’ armed 
to the teeth. Don Cesare, it seems, had walked 
into a steel trap at last, v Do you wonder that 
Amilcare could afford a supple back ? 
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But as the A hc^J^meafs succeeded each other — 
each duly taste^b)|<irifone before a morsel went 
to plate — there was one, in the surge of her 
terrors, struck dufhb with what was, rather, 
wonder. The magnificent Cesare wenf his road 
over the feelings of his host ; the host bowed and 
waved his hands. Why should he not ? Never 
one word of answer, nevdr a gle^m of attention 
did he win from the Roman. Why should hfe 
care? His wiff was doing her duty, his enemy 
was webbed : what else ciould matter ? The Italian 
shrug goes deeper than the shoulders ; sometimes 
irstrftkes the he^jrt of a man. The very indignities 
heaped upon the adventurer made his revjenge the 
sweeter nursling. 

But Molly, the tall English girl, buniing in her 
shameful robe, saw it vastly otherwise. That a 
man could bend so low ! Thai she should eyer 
have loved a man with siTch a stooping back ! 
To think of that made (fdl* the moment) every 
other degradation light. Her part as yet was one 
of sufferance : to look handsome, languid with the 
excess of her burden of beauty ; to smile slowly, 
to keep her eyes on her lap. Pure passivity all 
this, under which the miserable soul could torture 
in secret. As she often had a backache, it was 
easy to wilt among her cushions ; as she was 
always mute before flattery, to smile was €s simple 
as to frown (and meant no more) ; as she was 
ashamed of herself and her husband, she could 
hardly hope to lift her honest eyes or temper her 
furious blushing. .. 

It would be untrue to say that the Borgia’s 
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eager under-current of lpve-^k)/giJ.ge stirred her 
not at all. Even to her the pfyan^ fame made his 
homage a tribute something it was, beyond doubt, 
to be courted by the greatest p'rince in Italy. And 
he had nbt touched her yet. Amilcare, whose 
desperate grinning made his jaws ache, noticed so 
much as he watched her, fidgeting fh his place. 
His nails were for ever at his teeth : when the fruit 
should come in he was to slip out, and Grifone 
to crown the work. Meanwhile, the flagrant un- 
co'ncern for his whereabofits shown, by the victim 
might have stung a blindworm to bite, or excused 
any treachery. Amilcare had rio rage at all and 
felt the jieed of no' excuse. All his anxiety was 
that Cesare should enmesh himself deep enough ; 

and then-^ ! The thought of what should 

happen then set his head singing a song as mad as 
Judith’s. 

The still Grifone stood behind his mistress and 
saw Cesare’s golden h(.ad sink near and yet nearer 
to her shoulder. He watched his arm over the 
back of her seat, and how his other hand crept 
• towards the lady’s idle pair. The room held those 
four, and them not long. In his time Amilcare 
muttered some excuse and tiptoed out. 

Cesare was saying, ‘ Ah, give me love — love 
only — else I must die ! ’ 

Molly answered nothing with her ^ lips, but in 
her bosom prayed ceaselessly for pity. 

‘ Love me, pledge me with your lips, let me 
drink of you, O my soul ! ’ sighed the Duke. 

‘Ecco, Madonna,’ sai^i Grifone, and handed 
her the cup. 
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‘ Xi ‘ chalii^^ ).,fs]ove ! ’ cried Cesare, straining 
towards' the wrike^^girl. ’ ‘ Drink to me, my heart, 
and I will drink from thee ! ’ 3 

Molly still held* the cup, though the 'liqvtor 
curved brimming at the lip. Her 'eyes were 
sightless, her head shaking with palsy. 

‘ Drink,Tdrink, my soul ! ’ 

‘ Yes, my lord, yes, yes ; I must drink very 
deep,’ she said, and raised the cup" ’ 

‘ Pshutt ! ’ said Grifone. 

She turned like a. caught beast, wild and 
blanched with horror. She rose suddenly, swaying 
®n her feet, entangled one of them in her long 
robe and stumbled forward to sta^ herself by the 
table. She looked like some spurred iSacchante, 
lurching over the board with the great flagon 
a-nod in her hand. Cesare made' to catch her in 
his arms, and reached for the 'cup ; but then she 
screamed with all her might and threw the accursed 
thing crash upon the pavement. 

‘ Treachery ! Treachery ! ’ Molly shrieked ; 
and again, ‘ Treachery ! O God, he has made me 
a devil ! ’ She threw her head up, herself tumbled 
back upon the cushions ; knew nothing of Grifone’s 
‘ Go, go, go, my lord ; the house is quick with 
murder ! ’ and when she opened her eyes at last 
saw Amilcare standing grim and grey before her. 

Who can say, what shall best reveal a man, 
whether love or hate or fear ? Or how to know 
which of these three passions stripped her this 
Amilcare naked ? Naked he was now, and she 
found that she had never known' him. The colour 
of his face was that of^ old white wax ; his mouth 
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seemed stretched to cracking pcKint, £ieither turned 
up at the corners nor down, but ^ Meak slit jagged 
across his face. He fastened her with his hard 
eyes, \vhich seemed smaller thfttn usual, and had a 
scared look, as if he was positively disconcerted at 
what he read as they glimmered over his wife. In 
one of his hands (never still) he had a'long knife, 
very lean in the blade. . 

' ‘ Ah, what do you want of me more, Amilcare ? ’ 
It was Molly spoke first, in a whisper. 

'He croaked his reply. ‘ I am going to kill 
you.’ 

‘Oh! oh! You are going to kill me,' my 
lord?’ , 

‘You have sold me to my enemy. He is your 
lover.’ 

‘No, no! I nave no 'lover, Amilcare; I have 
never had a lover.’ ' 

‘ Liar !, ’ he thundered. ‘ If he had not been 
your lover you would- not have spared his life. 
There can be no other reason. I am not si fool.’ 

To Grifone that was just what he appeared. 
To her some ray of her own soul’s honest logic 
showed at the last. 

n ‘ Amilcare ! ’ she cried out, on her knees, 


‘Amilcare, listen, I pray you. I have done you 
no wrong ; I implore you not to hurt me ; I have 
done you honour. It was because I loved you 
that I saved his life. I speak the truth, my lord, 
I speak the truth.’ 

‘ I have never thought you to speak otherwise ; 
but I have been Wrong, it appears. The excuse is 
monstrous. I am going to kill you.’ 
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The miseraMe ^rl turned him a pinched face. 
She searched for a^y shred of what she had known 
in him, but all the deadly mas^c of him she saw 
told her nothing. **She began to be witless again, 
to wring her hands, to whimper and whine. 

Amilcare looked fixedly at her, every muscle in 
his face rigiS as stone. So, as he ruminated, some 
whisp of his racing thought caught light from l\is 
inner rage, flared blood -bright before him, and 
convulsing him.drove him to his work. 

‘ Gross trull ! ’ He-, sprang at her with his 
knife in the air. Molly shrieked for mercy ; and 
beforfe he could Ije on her Grifone whipped out his 
dagger and stabbed his master under the* stabbing 
arm. 

Amilcare jerked in mid-career, ponstricted and 
turned half. But the blow had gone too deep and 
too true. He fell horribly, and Molly knew jio 
more. ’ ’ 


Q 
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FROM AN amateur’s CABINET 

t * 

Grifone received his swooning lady into his arms 
and held her ,there ^o his great cojntent, triumphing 
in her beauty and successful capture. Truly the 
adventure had gone by clockwork : he might say 
(he thought) t^hat there was not one step in it but 
had been schemed to an eighth of an inch ; and 
when you have to bring temperamental differences 
into account, the chances 'of Italian politics, the 
influence of climate, the panic alarms of a ridden 
mob — and still succeed, why, then you may lawfully 
be happy. Happy he was, but Molly was tall and 
he a light-weight. Moreover, he wanted to wipe 
his blade and be off. He judged it prudent, 
therefore, to bring her to herself again, and so did 
by sousing her liberally with cold water. 

Molly, as soon as she could see, was aware of 
him knfeeling by her side and of his arms about 
her. Before she had done gasping he began to 
kiss her. 

‘ My heart ojf hearts, my lovely soul, my lady 
Moll ! Mine altogether^^by the act of my arm ! ’ 
were some of his fiery words. 

226 
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There were <^thtrs yet more explicit, which left 

no doubt of his passion, nor any ray of doubt of 
his intentions. Grifone tool^ everything for 
granted, as he had ^Fom the beginning. 

‘ My charmer,’ he said, ‘ I have saved you from 
kignominious,death ; but I have saved myself also 
from a death by no means agreeable to me. It 
was impossible that our iove could have held ys 
much longer at a distance from each other, 
impossible that we could have still suffered a third 
person to usuip our privileges. If that stabbed 
stabber under the stable had not misunderstood you 
so grotesquely— ^the gross-witred hog ! — he would 
have lived, and I died of jealousy. A ‘far from 
pleasant death, you will allow ; worse^ in that it 
would have involved your own. * For I should 
have had to kill you too, my dearest joy : so much 
would have been owing to my self-respect. 
Things, you see, could not have turned but more 
fortunately ; the fellow trapped himself. We may 
be happy — we will be wildly happy — you shall see ! ’ 

It may be doubted whether Molly heard any- 
thing of this exposition ; she may well have missed 
one or two steps in a carefully reasoned argument. 
Hers was that state of absorbent lassitude when tffe 
words and acts put to you sink into the floating mass 
of your weakness. The late shocking grief hovers 
felt about you : a*buzz of talk, a rain of caresses, 
hold the spectre off, and so are serviceable— b*ut 
no more. The cold cheek, the clay-cold lips, the 
long, lax limbs of the poor doll v{ere at his service. 
She saw nothing through her dim eyes, made no 
motion with her lips, sobbed rather than breathed, 
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endured tearlessly rathee than Ijyed awake her 
misery. Misery is not the wora : she had been 
sent down to hell and had come back dumb to 
earth, neither knowing why su'ch torment was hers, 
nor thinking how to fly a second questioning. 
Had she been capable of a wish, a prayer, or of 
begging a favour, who can doubt what it would 
l\ave been ? Death, oh,' death ! 

Grifone’s face was so near to hers, that not to 
kiss her would have been an affectation ; but when 
he began to make plans^ he released her, sat up, 
and spoke as though he were discussing theory. 

‘There is r very i?iuch to do, my love,’ said Ke, 
‘ but I diink I see my way clear. It is instant 
flight, to begin with, for one of the household may 
be here any (moment^ or Don Cesare return. 
Such an one wouljl have but to open the window 
and cry “ Treason, ho ! ” to secure our being torn 
to pieces — not for any love the Nonesi bear that 
carrion, but because not one of them could resist 
the chance of kicking his benefactors. It is 
reasonable, after all. Instant flight, my dear, if 
you please. But whither ? you will ask. Luckily 
I can take you to a pretty safe place, of which I 
have the key and custode s goodwill in my pocket. 
You know the Rocca del Capitan Vecchio outside 
the Latin Gate ? We go there for our terrestrial 
paradise* Shawl your lovely hefad, therefore, stoop 
your, glorious shoulders, and obey me exactly.’ 

He got up as he made an end of speech, drew 
her gently to her feet, and showed her how to 
muffle herself in the hood* of a man’s cloak. He 
bound the rest of the garment about her waist 
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with his belt, pinnhd upHher skirt and petticoat as 
high as her knees, and gave her his own stockings 
and shoes. Then Ije helped himself to his. dead 
master’s pair, to h*s sword and velvet gown ; 
and — 

‘ Now,’ he said, ‘ we may start by the privy 
garden.’ 

He led the way. It was a golden afternoon of 
late summer ; the shadows were lengthening as the 
air grew tired and cool, all the place was full pf 
that vast peace in which* a day of strenuous heat 
sinks to rest. The faint breeze in the myrtles 
was like a sleepes’s sigh : — • 

‘ Majoresque cadunt aids de montibus uTnbrae — ’ 
murmured Grifone to himself, as he slipped among 
the cypresses over the grass. Molly followed him 
with faltering knees, nearly spen/. As always, she 
Was at the mercy of a clear jiead, never masterless 
when a man was near her.^ Morally, nervously, 
she seemed to be dead ; so she followed her new 
lord as meekly as she had followed her old — that 
one to Nona across the seas, this one by gloomy, 
pent ways through the stale-smelling streets of the 
city to the Rocca del Capitan Vecchio. ^ 

Meekly enough she went, yet not so far nor so 
meekly but that she gave Grifone a genuine sur- 
prise. It seems that the air, the exercise^ precau- 
tions, what-not, ha*d cried back her escaped wit§ : 
certain it is that, once in the storm-bitten, old 
fortress, she thanked her leader and rescuer with a 
tremulous sweetness %11 her ow*, and then — by 
Heaven and Earth ! — hrged him gently to go 
back, ‘ lest her honour should be breathed upon.’ 
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Her honour ! Grifonc, the' rpmancer, turned 
sick with amazement. He was dumbfounded, could 
not believe his eaVs, nor yet ^lis eyes ; that there 
before hiin should stand that drooping, flagged, 
pitiful beauty, always at his discretion, now wholly 
at his mercy within nine-foot walls, ^.nd talk to 
him with wet eyes and pleading lips of the Cardinal 
Virtues. ■- ' 

As soon as he could collect himself he put this 
be, fore her in a whirl of words. 

Santo Dio! Timidity, prejudite, after what 
had passed ! In what possible, way, or by,.what 
possible quibble of, a priest could anything stay 
them no^ from the harvest of a sown love — two 
years’ sowing, by the Redeemer, two years’ torture ; 
and now — a soHd squarf fortress on a naked rock, 
deemed impregnable by anything but black 
treachery! Let him, make assurance incredibly 
secure : say the word,,and he would go and silence 
the old custode for ever. It was done in a moment 
— what more could he do 

So he prayed ; but Molly was a rock at last. 
She ignored everything but the fact that she could 
never survive the night if he stayed in the fortress- 
tower. Such, she assured him, was the fixed habit 
of her extraordinary race. She made no pretence 
of mourning her dead husband ; indeed her horror 
of him set her shuddering at his mere name ; nor 
did she affect to deny that she loved Grifone. It 
made no difl^erence. She was luminously mild, 
used her . hands like a Madonna in a picture, was 
ntorer lovely and winning' in the motions of her 
little h^ad, the wistful deeps and darks of her 
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eyes, the pathetic* turve of her mouth, than any 
Madonna short’of, Lionardo’s. Grifone threw up 
his arms ; such a pass confounded him ; he l|^d 
no tools to pick this sort of lock. Oh, but the 
thing was impossible ! Two years’ longing, the 
husband d^ad — why, they might marry, even, if 
she would. Perhaps that was what she needed ? 
If so, he would risk his Jife in the city again to 
find a priest. But, think of it, formalities at this 
hour ! 

Molly smiled and blushed ; she was sorry'for 
her friend and would have consoled him if she 
coufd ; but the, thing was so obvi,ous. Did not 
Grifone see ? . 

Grifone did not see ; he tore his hair, he 
threatened, prayed, raved, comijianded, coaxed, 
swore by God and the Devil, clung to her knees — 
useless ! * 

‘ Dear friend,’ she said, and stroked his hot 
hair, ‘ you have served me*well. Never serve me 
now so ill.’ 

She beat him. From that moment, when love 
was dead, he began to hate her. She was safe 
from what she feared. Everything he might have 
waived but that, a clean blow at his own conceit. 
The end was near. 

Their colloquy, so frenzied on his part, so staid 
and genei'ous at? once on hers, was barely over 
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they heard (and now raore* dearly), ‘Evviva 
Madonna ! La Madonna di Noria ! ’ and then 
(rqpre ominous than all) a cry for Cesare Borgia : 
— ‘ Chiesa Chiesa ! ’ '' 

At this last Grifone, who had been biting his 
fingers shrewdly, wrung a nail apart tiy the blood 
came. His was the desperate caught face of a 
stoat in a trap. , . 

‘ What is this crying without ’ said Molly in 
a hush. 

* Pest ! I must find out/ said Grifone. 

He climbed to a high window and looked down 
into the moqn light. ‘ The Nojiesi in force* 
Cesare Borgia and the troops. Hist ! he is going 
to speak to them ; they are holding him up.’ He 
strained to listerij — and it seems that he heard. 

‘ Citizens,’ said the Borgia, in fact, ‘ I pledge 
you. my sacred word that the Duchess shall be 
delivered to you whole and in honour. She shall 
be in the Palace within an hour. The Secretary 
who has her there, who stabbed his master and (as 
I learn from Milan) hatched all the plot, must be 
left to me. Madonna Maria saved my life at the 
peril of her own. She has no more devoted servant 
than I am. Trust me to prove it.’ 

‘ Chiesa ! Chiesa ! Madonna ! Heed the Duke ! ’ 
cried the mob. And then, ‘ Let the Duke go up 
and win uS our lady.’ 

'T^t he shall never do,’ said Grifone, and 
came down from the window. 

Molly, seeing tlje cunning in his eyes, backed 
to the wall. * 

Time does not serve, and pity forbids, that I 
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should dwell upon* thi& misery. What she may 
have wailed, he withstood who loved her 

once, I have no care to set dcfwn at large. He 
strangled her with Cruel, vivacious hands, and then 
(since time had pressed, and all his passion not 
been pent H wicked place) fell to kissing the 
flouted clay. Getting up from this tribute, he 
was faced by Cesare B®rgia aivl his men ; by 
Cesare who, used to such stratagems as this of 
late, had had <he whole story out of Ludovic at 
Milan, and forestalled* Nona by buying up ‘the 
troop of ‘ Centaurs ’ before ever he entered the 
city. Thus had Amilcare been sgld by his own 
purchase, and thus Grifone griped in* his own 
springe. Cesare found him, I say, and Grifone 
knew in the first crossing of th^ir eyes that his 
hour had come. 

He bore it without a wink, and lucky he might 
think it that for Cesare also the time was short. 
He was sooner dead than *he dared to hope, and 
died cursing the name of Borgia. But that was a 
seasoned name. 

‘ The populace is on fire, Highness,’ reported a 
breathed captain. ‘ It clamours for the Duchess 
of Nona. We can hardly hold them much longfer, 
strong as we are. We must show her, though I 
perceive that her Excellency has fainted.’ 

‘ She is ‘dead, tnan,’ said Cesare shortly, wiping 
his pair of daggers. _ * 

‘It is a pity. Highness. Ma ! ’ He 

shrugged the end to his period. , 

Cesare’ looked at the girl, and shrugged in his 
turn. 
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‘ Luckily it is dark. We must play them that 
trick they played on Borgo Sgi/ Domino. She 
must b^e put in a litter, and at the Palace see to it 
that the lights are behind her ' before ever you set 
her up in the window. Do what you can for us, 
Ercole.’ ^ 

They worked their best to compose that pitiful 
dead. She had , suffered, much, and showed it. 
H*er wide eyes were horrible. And there was 
little time for more than to order, her dress and 
neck-jewels, and to smooth out her brown hair. 

‘ H’m,’ said Cesare, ‘ you have made little of 
it ; but at a distance it may serve;, our turn until 
the troops arrive. Is the litter below? Good. 
Avanti ! ' 

The church hells rang all night, and all night 
the Pia,zza Grande was alive, a flickering field of 
torches and passing and repassing throngs. ‘ Evviva 
Madonna*! Hail, Duchess of Nona ! ’ were the 
cries they gave. And above, at an arched window, 
haloed by candlelight, the staring lady of the land, 
stiffened and relaxed, played out the last functions 
of her generous body, in return for the people’s 
acclamation. 

*" Bianca Maria, Queen of the Romans by virtue 
of proxy and the Sacrament, spurred into the city 
of Nona next noon at the head of a plumed escort. 
There, at* the fatal window, shb saw 'the whole 
truth in a flash. 

‘ O lasso ! Her third husband was her last, I 
see,’ she said, and bit her lip to sting the tears 
back. ‘ 

‘ Majesty,’ said Cesare, hat in hand at her 
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stirrup, ‘ it is not*quite»so. Grifone was not quick 
enough for thi other fellow. Messer Death is 
actually her second husband.’ * . 

‘ Now I have something for which tp thank our 
Lord God,’ said Bianca Maria. ‘ Let her be 
decently byried, but not here.’ 

It was, however, explained that for reasons of 
policy the Duchess of N®na must share tombs i^ith 
the Duke. Serviceable in death as in life, there 
where she was marketed lies her fragrant dust ; 
fragrant now, I hope, mnce all the passion is out. 

I almost despair of winning your applause for 
poor Molly Lavel, yet will add this finally in her 
justification. Women are most loved nvhen they 
are lovely, most lovely when they, are meek. 
This is not to say that they will be worthily loved 
or loyally ; there are two sidej to a bargain. Yet 
this one thing more : they are neither meek- nor 
lovely unless they love. And since Mblly Lovel, 
on my showing, was both in a superlative degree, 
it follows that she must have loved much. She 
was ill repaid while she lived ; let now that measure 
be meted her which was accorded another Molly, 
whose surname was Magdalene. 
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It is not generally known that the learned Aristotle 
once spent the night itj a basket dangled midway 
betwixt attic and basement of a castle ; nor that, 
having suffered himself to be saddled for the busi- 
ness, he went’ on aill-fours, ambling ^round the 
terrace-walk with a lady on his back, a lady who, 
it is said, plied the whip with more heartiness than 
humanity. But there seems no doubt of the fact. 
The name of the lady (she was Countess of Cyprus), 
the time of the escapade, which was upon the 
sage’s return from India in the train of the 
triumphant Alexander — these and many other 
particulars are at hand. The story does not lack 
of detail, though it is noteworthy that Petrarch, in 
his ‘ Trionfo d’Amore,’ decently veils the victim 
in a periphrasis. ‘ Quell’ e’l gran Greco ’ — there 
is the great Grecian, says he, and leaves you to 
choose between the Stagyrite, Philip of Macedon, 
and Theseus, The painters, however, have had no 
mercy upon him. I remember him in a pageant 
at Siena, in a straw hat, with his mouth ‘full of 
grass ; the lady rides him in the mannish way. 
In pictures he is alvv^ys doting, humbled to the 
dust or cradled in his basket, when he is not show- 
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ing his paces on the lawn* *,all accounts it was 
a bad case of green-sickness, as su«h late cases are. 
You are to understand that he refused all nourish- 
ment, took delight in no manher of books, could 
not be stayed by the nicest problems of Physical 
Science — such as whether the beaver does indeed 
catch fish with his tail, the truth concerning the 
eyesight of the lynxes of Boeotia, or what gave the 
partridge such a reputation for heedless gallantry. 
But it would be unprofitable to inquire into all 
this ; Aristotle was not the first enamoured sage 
in history, nor was he the last. And where he 
bowed his laborious front it was to be hoped th^t 
Messer Cino of Pistoja might do the like. It is 
of him that I am to speak. The story is of Sel- 
vaggia Vergiolesi, the beautiful romp, and of 
Messer Guittoncino de’ Sigibuldi, that most emi- 
nent jurist, familiarly known as Cino da Pistoja in 
the affectionate phrasing of his native town. 

Love-making was the mode in his day (which 
was also Dante’s), but Master Cino had been all 
for the Civil Law, The Digest, the Pandects, the 
Institutes of Gaius and what not, had given him 
a bent back before his time, so that he walked 
among the Pistolese beauties with his eyes on the 
ground and his hands knotted behind his decent 
robe. Love might have made him fatter, yet he 
throve upcn his arid food ; he sat in an important 
chak* in his University ; he had lectured at Bologna 
(hive of sucking Archdeacons), at Siena, at 
Perugia. Should he prosper, he looked to Florence 
for his next jump. As little as he could contrive 
was he for Pope or Emperor, Black or White, 
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Farinata or Cerc}i 1 ; banishment came that road. 
His friend Da^tte was footsore with exile, halfway 
over Apennine by this time ; Cino knew that /or 
him also the treading was very delicate. Consti- 
tutionally he was Ghibelline with his friend Dante, 
and such politics went well in Pistoja for the 
moment. J 3 ut who could tell ? The next turn 
of the wheel might bring the Pope round ; Pistpja 
might go Black (as indeed she did in more senses 
than one), and, pray where would be his Assessor- 
ship of Civil Causes, > where his solemn chair, 
where his title to doffing of caps and a chief seat 
at feasts ? Cino, meditating these ^things over his 
morning sop and wine, rubbed his chin' sore and 
determined to take a wife. His family was re- 
spectable, but Ghibelline ; his means were happy ; 
his abilities known to others as well as to himself. 
Good ! He would marry a sober Guelphish virgin, 
and establish a position to face both the windy 
quarters. It was when his hegotiations to this end 
had reached maturity, when the contract for his 
espousals with the honourable lady, Monna Mar- 
gherita degli Ughi, had actually been signed, that 
Messer Cino of Pistoja was late for his class, got 
cold feet, and turned poet. 


R 



II 

It was a strange hour when Love leaped the heart 
of Cino, that staid jurisconsult^ to send him reel- 
ing up the sunny side of the piazza heedless of his 
friends or hia enemies. To his dying da^^ he 
could not have told you how it came upon him. 
Being a rpan of slow utterance and of a mind 
necessarily bent'-towards the concrete, all he could 
confess^^to himself throughout the terrible business 
was, that there had been a cataclysm. He re- 
membered the coldness of his feet ; cold feet in 
mid-April — something" like a cataclysm. As he 
turned it over and over in his mind a lady 
recurred with the persistence of a refrain in a 
ballad ; and words, quite unaccustomed words, 
tripped over his tongue to meet her. What a 
lovely vision she had made ! — ‘ Una donzella non 
con uman’ volto (A gentle lady not of human 
look).’ Well, what next ? Ah, something about 
‘ Amor, che ha la mia virtu toldo (Ldve that has 
re^t me of my manly will).’ Then should come 
amorey and of course cuore^ and disib and anch' io ! 
This was very rew ; it was also very strange 
what a fascination he found in his phrenetic exer- 
cises. Rhyme, now : he had called it often enough 
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a. jingle of endiiigs ; it were more true to say 
that it was a jftigle of mendings, for it certainly 
^ soothed him. He^ was making a goddess, in +iis 
own image ; poetfy — Santa Cecilia ! he was a 
poet, like his friend Dante, like that supercilious 
young tonj,b-walker Guido Cavalcanti. A poet 
he undoubtedly became ; and if his feet were cold 
his heart was on fire. , . , 

What happened was this, so far as I am in- 
formed. At the north angle of the church of San 
Giovanni fuort Civitas there is a narrow lane, so 
dark that at very noon no sunlight comes in but 
upon blue bars pf dust slant-yise 0'\{erhead. This 
lay upon Cino’s daily beat from his Icdgings to 
the Podesta ; ^ and here it was that l\e met Sel- 
vaggia Vergiolesi. • 

She was one of three young girls walking hand 
in hand up the alley on their way from early 
mass, the tallest where aft were tall, ^nd, as it 
seemed to him when he dreamed of it, astonish- 
ingly beautiful. Though they were very young, 
they were ladies of rank ; their heads were high 
and crowned, their gowns of figured brocade ; 
they had chains round their necks, and each a 
jewel on her forehead ; by chains also swung th*eir 
little mass -books in silver covers. Cino knew 
them well enough by sight. Their names were 
Selvaggia Ui Ftlippo Vergiolesi, Guglielmotta 
Aspramonte, Nicoletta della Torre. So at least he 
had always believed ; but now, but now ! A beam 
of gold dust shot d^wn upon dthe central head. 
This was Aglaia, fairest of the three Graces ; 

^ So the Piatolesi described at once their government and the seat of it. 
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and the other two were Euphrosyne and Thaleia, 
her handmaids. Thus it stru(;k 'Cino, heart and 
head, jit this sublime moment of his drab-coloured 
life. 

Selvaggia’s hair was brown, gold -shot of its 
own virtue. In and out of it was threaded a fine 
gold chain ; behind, it was of course plaited in a 
Iqng twist, plaited and t*ound up in cloth of gold 
till it looked as hard as a bull’s tail. Her dress 
was all of formal brocade, green and white, to her 
feel. It was cut square at the netk ; and from 
that square her throat, dazzlingly white, shot up 
as stiff as a stglk whjch should find in her faSe Tts 
delicate flower. She was not very rosy, save about 
the lips ; Ijer eyes were grey, inclined to be green, 
the lashes blacku As for her shape, sumptuous as 
her dress was, stiff and straight and severe, I ask 
you to believe that she had grace to fill it with 
life, to rrfove at ease in it, to press it into soft and 
rounded lines. Her linked companions also were 
beauties of their day — that sleek and sleepy Nico- 
letta, that ruddy Guglielmotta ; but they seemed 
to cower in their rigid clothes, and they were as 
nothing to Cino. 

The lane was so narrow that only three could 
pass abreast ; it was abreast these three were 
coming, as Cino saw. On a sudden his heart 
began to* knock at his ribs ; that w^s when the 
light, fell aslant upon the maid. He could no 
more have taken his eyes off Selvaggia than he 
could have climbed up the dusty wall to avoid 
her. Lo, here is one stronger than I ! At the 
next moment the three young rogues were about 
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him, their knitted hands a fence, — but the eyes of 
Selvaggia ! TeA-r^ble twin-fires, he thought, such 
as men light in the desert to scare the beasts away 
while they sleep, ob (as he afterwards improved it 
for his need) like the flaming sword of the Arch- 
angel, which declared and yet forbade Eden to 
Adam and his wife. 

Selvaggia, in truth, though §he had fourteen 
years behind her, was a romp when no one was 
looking. There were three brothers at home, but 
no mother ; she was half a boy for all her straight 
gown. To embarrass this demure professor, to 
prestime upon Jier sex while^ discarding it, was a 
great joke after a tediously droned mass at San 
Jacopo. Nicoletta would have made room, even 
the hardier Guglielmotta drew J3ack ; but that 
wicked Selvaggia pinche*d their fingers go that 
they could not escape. All th?s time Messer Cino 
had his eye rooted in Selvaggia’s, reading her as if 
she were a portent. She Endured very well what 
she took to be the vacancy of confusion in a shy 
recluse. 

‘ Well, Messer Cino, what will you do ? ' said 
she, bubbling with mischief. 

‘ Oh, Madonna, can you ask ? ’ he replied, ihd 
clasped his hands. 

‘ But you see that I do ask.’ 

‘ I would stop* here all the day if I mfght,’ said 
Messer Cino, with a look by no means vacant. 
Whereupon she let him through that minute and 
ran away blushing. More than,once or twice she 
encountered him there, 4 )ut she never tried to pen 
him back again. 
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Little Monna Selvaggia leawied that you can- 
not always put out the fire ^ ^)^ich you have 
kindle^. The fira set blazing by those lit green 
swords of hers was in the heart of an Assessor 
of Civil Causes, a brazier with only too good a 
draught. For love in love-learned Tuscany was 
then a roaring wind ; it came rhythmically and 
set the glowing .mass beating like the sestett of a 
sonnet. One lived in numbers in those days ; 
numbers always came. You sonneteered upon 
the'^ battle-field, in the pulpit, on the^ Bench, at the 
Bar. Throughout the moil of his day’s work at 
the Podesta those clinging long’ words, in theni- 
selves inspiration, disw, piacere, vaghezza, gen- 
tilezza, diletto, affelto, beautiful twins that go ever 
embraced, wailed in poor Cino’s ears, and insensibly 
shaped, themselves coherent. He thought they 
were like mirrors, so placed that each gave a look 
of Selvaggia. Before the end of the day he had 
the whole of her in & sonnet which, if it were 
as good as it was comfortable, should needs (he 
thought) be excellent. The thrill which marked 
achievement sent the blood to his head ; this time 
he gloried in cold feet. He wrote his sonnet 
oiic fair upon vellum in a hand no scribe at the 
Papal Court could have bettered, rolled it, tied it 
with green and white silk (her colours, colours of 
the hawfhorn hedge !), and wtjnt out into the 
streets at the falling-in of the day to deliver it. 

The Palazzo Vergiolesi lay over by the church 
of San Francesco ,al Prato, just where the Via San 
Prospero debouches into irfi'at green place. Like 
all Tuscan palaces it was more fortress than house, 
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a dark square bpi of .masonry with a machico- 
lated lid ; and separate from it, but appurtenant, 
had a most grim tower with a. slit or two halfway 
up for all its windows. Here, under the great 
escutcheon of the Vergiolesi, Cino delivered his 
missive. The porter took it with a bow so 
gracious that the poet was bold to ask whether the 
Lady Selvaggia was actually within. 

‘ Yes, surely, Messere,’ saicf the man, ‘ fnd 
moreover in , the kitchen with the cookmaids. 
For there is .a cake-rnaking on hand, and she is 
never far away from that business.’ 

Cino was ra\^ished by this instance of divine 
humiliation ; so might Apoflo have bqwed in the 
house of Admetus, so Israel have kept sheep for 
Rachel’s sake. He walked away in rhost exalted 
mood, his feet no longer* cold. This was a great 
day for him, when he could sfte a new heaven and 
a new earth. * • 

‘ Now I too have been tn Arcady ! ’ he thought 
to himself, with tears in his eyes. ‘ I will send a 
copy of my sonnet to Dante Alighieri by a sure 
hand. He should be at Bologna by this.’ And 
he did. 

Madonna Selvaggia, her sleeves rolled up, a 
great bib all about her pretty person, and her 
mouth in a fine mess of sugar and crumbs, received 
her tribute sitting on the long kitchein-table. It 
should have touched, it might have tickled, but it 
simply confused her. The maids peeped over her 
shoulder as she read, in ecstasy that Madonna 
should have a lover *aod a poet of her own. Sel- 
vaggia filched another handfiil of sugar and crumbs, 
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and twiddled her sonnet while wondered what 
on earth she should do with it. #Her fine brows 
mef each other over the puzzle, so clearly case for 
a confidence. Gianbattista, her« youngest brother, 
was her bosom friend ; but he was away, she 
knew, riding to Pisa with their father. Next to 
him ranked Nicoletta ; she would be at mass to- 
morrow — that would do. Meantime the cook 
produced a most triumphal cake hot and hot, 
and the transports of poor Messer Cino were 
forgotten. 

Dante’s reply to his copy was so characteristic 
that I must anticipate a little to speak of it. ‘He 
confined hiioself almost entirely to technicalities, 
strongly objecting to the sestett with its three 
rhymes in ' the ^.middle, upon which Cino had 
prided himself in no s'mall degree. The only 
thing he seemed to tare for was the tenth line, ‘ A 
dolce morte sotto dolce' inganno,’ which you may 
render, if you like, ‘ To a sweet death under so 
sweet deceit ’ ; but he said there were too many 
‘o’s’ in it. ‘As to the subject of your poem,’ 
he wrote in a postscript, ‘love is a thing of so 
terrible a nature that not lightly is it to be entered, 
sinee it cannot be lightly left ; and, seeing the 
latter affair is much out of a man’s power, he 
should be wary with the former, wherein at pre- 
sent he would appear to have "some 'discretion, 
thotigh not very much.’ This was chilly com- 
fort ; but by the time it reached him Cino was 
beyond the assault^of chills. 

Equally interesting should it be to record the 
conversation of Monna Selvaggia with her dis- 
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creet friend Nicolpfta ; yet I cannot record every- 
fhing. Nicoletta had a lover of her own, a most 
proper poet, who* had got far, beyond the m^re 
accidence of the science where Cino was fumbling 
now ; you might say that he was at theory. 
Nicoletta, moreover, was sixteen years old, a mar- 
riageable age, an age indeed at which not to have 
a lover would have been a disgrace. She had had 
sonnets and canzoni addressed to her since she was 
twelve ; but then she had two elder sisters and 
only one brother — a monk ! This made a Vast 
difference. The upshot was that when Cino met 
the two ladies at* the charmed spot of yesterday’s 
encounter he uncovered before th*em and stood 
with folded hands, as if at his prayers. Conse- 
quently he missed the very pretty ^ir of conscious- 
ness with, which Selvaggia passed him by, the 
heightened colour of her, thS lowered eyes and 
restless fingers. Also he missed Nicoletta^’s demure 
shot askance, demure but* critical, as became an 
expert. A sonnet and a bunch of red anemones 
went to the Palazzo Vergiolesi that evening ; 
thenceforth it rained sonnets till poor little Sel- 
vaggia ran near losing her five wits. It rained 
sonnets, I say, until the Cancellieri brought <5ut 
the black Guelphs in a swarm. Then it rained 
blood, and the Vergiolesi fled one cloudy night to 
Pitecchio, their sh-onghold in the Apenntne. For 
Messer Cino, it behoved him also to advise sfiri- 
ously about his position. To sonneteer is very 
well, but a lover, to say nothing of a jurisconsult, 
must live ; he cannot* have his throat cut if there 
is a way out. 
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There was a very simple ^ay out, which he 
took. He went down to Lucca in the plain and 
married his Margherita degli tJghi. With her 
Guelph connections he felt ftimself safer. He 
bestowed his wife in the keeping of her people 
for the time, bought himself a horse, and rode up 
to l^itecchio among the green maize^ the olive- 
yards, and sproi^ting vines to claim asylum from 
Filippo, and to see once more the beautiful young 
Selvaggia. 



Ill 

♦ 

There is hardly a sonnet, there are certainly 
neither ballak, canzonif nor capitoli which do* not 
contain some reference to Monna Selvaggia’s fine 
€ye«, and always* to the same tune^. They scorch 
him, they beacon him, they Aash out upon him in 
the dark, so that he falls prone as Saul (who got 
up with a new name and an honojirable addition) ; 
they are lodestones, swoMs, lamps, torches, fires, 
fixed and ambulatory stars, fhe sun, the moon, 
candles. They hold lurkiiig a thief to prey upon 
the vitals of Cino ; they afe traitors, cruel lances ; 
they kill him by stabbing day after day. You 
can picture the high-spirited young lady from his 
book — her noble bearing, her proud head, her 
unflinching regard, again the sparks in her grey- 
green eyes, and so on. He plays upon her forte 
nome, her dreadful ’ name of Selvaggia ; so she 
comes to be Ferezza itself. ‘ Tanto e altiera,’ he 
says, so haughtily she goes that lov^ sets him 
shaking ; but, kind or cruel, it is all one to*the 
enamoured Master Cino ; for even if she ‘ un 
pochettin sorride (light him 3. little smile),’ it 
melts him as sun melts»snow. In any case, there- 
fore, he must go, like Dante’s cranes, trailing his 
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woes. It appears that sh« had , very little mercy 
upon him ; for all that in one place he records 
that she was ‘of, all sweet sport and solace 
amorous,’ in many more than one he complains of 
her bringing him to ‘ death and derision,’ of her 
being in a royal rage with her poet. At last he 
cries out for Pity to become incarnate and vest 
his lady in her own robe. It may be that he 
loved his misery ; he is always on the point of 
dying, but, like the swan, he was careful to set it 
to music first. Selvaggia, m fact, laughed at him 
(he turned once to call her a Jew for that), egged 
on as she was by her brother and her own viva- 
cious habi<-. She had no Nicoletta at Pitecchio, 
no mother anywhere, and a scheming father too 
busy to be anyth' ng but shrugging towards poets. 
She accepted his rhymes (she would probably 
have been scared if they ceased), his services, his 
lowered looks, his bent knee ; and then she tripped 
away with an arm round Gianbattista’s neck to 
laugh at all these praiseworthy attentions. As for 
Cino, Selvaggia was become his religion, and his 
rhyming her reasonable service. His goddess 
may have been as thirsty as the Scythian Artemis ; 
may be that she asked blood and stripes of her 
devotees. All this may well be ; for, by the Lord, 
did she not have them ? 

Ridolfo and Ugolino Vergiolesi, the two elder 
brothers of Selvaggia, had stayed behind in Pistoja 
to share the fighting in the streets. They had 
plenty of it, given, and received. Ridolfo had his 
head cut open, Ugolino went near to losing his 
sword arm; but in spite of these heroic suffer- 
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^ances the detested Cancellieri became masters of 
the city, and the ^hequer-board flag floated over the 
Podesta. Pistoja was now no ‘place for a.Ghibel- 
line. So the tw® young men rode up to the 
hill-fortress, battered, but in high spirits. Sel- 
vaggia fle\Y down the cypress-walk to meet them ; 
they were brought in like wounded heroes. That 
was a bad day’s work for Messer Cino j:he 
amorist ; Apollo and the Muses limped in rags, 
and Mars wa» the only God worth thinking about, 
except on Sundays. • 

Ridolfo, with his broken head -piece, was a 
bluff youth, broad -shoulde;-ed, square -jawed, a 
great eater, grimly silent for the most part. Ugo- 
lino had a trenchant humour of the Italian sort. 
What this may be is best exampkd by our harle- 
quinades, in which very much of Boccaccio’s bent 
still survives. You must have a man drubbed if you 
want to laugh, and do your rogueries with a plea- 
sant grin if you are inclined to heroism. Ridolfo, 
reading Selvaggia’s sheaf of rhymes that night, 
was for running Master Cino through the body, 
jurist or no jurist ; but Ugolino saw his way to a 
jest of the most excellent quality, and prevailed. 
He was much struck by the poet’s preoccupafion 
with his sister’s eyes. 

‘ Candles, are they,’ he chuckled, ‘ torches, 
fires, suns, moon%, and stars You seem to have 
scorched this rhymester, Vaggia.’ 

‘ He has frequently told me so, indeed,’ said 
Selvaggia. , • 

‘ It reminds me bf Messer San Giovanni 
Vangelista,’ Ugolino continued, ‘ who was made 
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to sing rarely by the ^ touching of a hot 
cinder.’ , ‘ 

6elv.aggia snatched the scrolls out of her brother’s 
hand. ‘Nay, nay, but wait,’* she cried, with a 
gulp of laughter ; ‘ I have done that to Messer 
Cino, or can if I choose.’ She turnqd over the 
delicate pen-work in a hurry. ‘ Here,’ she said 
eagerly, ‘ read this ! ’ 

Ugolino scampered through a couple of quat- 
rains. ‘ There’s nothing out of common here,’ 
said he. " ' 

‘Go on, go on,’ said the girl, and nudged him 
to attend. , , , ' 

Ugolirro read the sestett — 

* His book is but the vesture of her spirit ; 

So too thy poet, that l/^els the living coal 
Flame on his lip^ and leap to song, shall know, 

To whom the glory, whose the unending merit ; 

Noi^ faltering shall his utterance be, nor slow 
The mute confession, of his inmost soul.’ 

Reading, he became absorbed in this fantastic, 
but not unhandsome piece ; even Selvaggia 
pondered it with wide eyes and lips half parted. 
It ,was certainly very wonderful that a man could 
say such things, she thought. Were they true? 
Could they be true of any one in the world — even 
of Beatrice Portinari, that wonderful dead lady ? 
Sh^ had never, she remembered, shown this 
particular sonnet to Nicoletta. What would 
Nicoletta have said ? Pooh, what nonsense it was, 
what arrant nonsense in a man who could carry a 
sword, if he chose, and kill his enemies, or, better 
still, with his head outwit them — that he should 



Ill MESSER CIN9 & THE LIVE pOAL 255 

turn to pens and ink and to fogging a poor girl ! 
So Selvaggia, rUbl; so Ugolino. He got up and 
whispered to the scowling 4 lidolfo ; Ridolfo 
nodded, and the pair of them went off presently 
together. 

Oblique , looks on Cino were the immediate 
outcome. He knew the young men disliked him, 
but cared little for that so long, as they left hvm 
free to his devotions. A brisk little passage, a 
rally of words, with a bite in some of them, 
should have ‘warned him ; but no, the stage 
he had reached was out of range of the longest 
shot! , 

Said Ugolino at supper : ‘ Messer Giurisconsulto, 
will you have a red pepper ? ’ 

‘Thank you, Messere,’ replied ^ino, ‘it is over 
hot for my tongue.’ 

The huge Ridolfo threw his "head back to laugh. 
‘ Does a burnt man dread tKe fire, or is He only to 
be fired one way Why, fhan alive, my sister has 
set a flaming coal to your lips, and I am told you 
burst out singing instead of singeing.’ 

Cino coloured at this lunge ; yet his respect for 
the lady of his mind was such that he could not 
evade it. 

‘You take the language of metaphor, Messere,’ 
said he, rather stiffly, ‘to serve your occasions. 
You are of course within your rights. However, 
I will beg leave to be excused the red pepper of 
Messer Ugolino.’ 

‘ You prefer coals ?,’ cried Ugolino, starting up. 
‘ Good ! you shall have •them.’ 

That was all ; but the malign smile upon the 
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dark youth’s face gave a ring toi the words, and an 
omen. ^ ' 

' Late that nighbCino was in his chamber writing 
a ballata. His little oil-lamp was by his side ; the 
words flowed freely from his pen ; tears hot and 
honest were in his eyes as he felt .rather than 
thought his exquisite griefs. Despised and rejected 
o( men was he-r— and why ? For the love of a 
beautiful lady. Eh, Mother of God, but that was 
worth the pain ! She had barely ‘lifted her eyes 
upon him all that day, and while her brothers 
gibed had been at no concern to keep straight her 
scornful lip. Patience, he was learning his craft ! 
The words flowed like blood from a vein — 

‘ Love stiuck me in the side, 

And from the' wound my soul took wing and flew 
To Heaven, and all my pride 
Fell, and I knew ' 

Therf^ was no balm could stay that wound so wide/ 

At this moment came a rapping at his door. 
He went to open it, dreaming no harm. There 
stood Ridolfo and Ugolino with swords in their 
right hands ; in his left Ugolino carried a brazier. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Cino, ‘ what is the meaning 
of this.^ Will you break in upon the repose of 
your father’s guest } And do you come armed 
against an unarmed man } ’ 

The pair of them, however, came into the 
room, and Ridolfo locked the door behind him. 
‘ Look you, Cino,’ said he, ‘ our father’s guests are 
not our guests, for our way. is to choose our own. 
There is a vast difFerenc6 between us, and it lies 
in this, that you and the like of you are word- 
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mongers, phrasers* heart -strokers ; whereas we, 
Master Cino, are^ in Scripture language, doers of 
the word, rounding our phrases with iron, and 
putting in full-sto^ with the point when they are 
needed. And we do not stroke girls’ hearts, Cino, 
but as ofter^as not break men’s heads.’ 

Cino, for all his dismay, could not forbear a 
glance at the speaker’s own damaged pate. ‘ And, 
after all, Messer Ridolfo, in that you do but as 
you are done by, and who will blame you ? ’ 

‘ Hark’ee, Master Giurista,’ broke in Ugolino, 
‘ we have come to prove some of these fine words 
of yours. It \vill be well ,for you to answer 
questions instead of bandying them. ’Now did 
you or did you not report that my sister Selvaggia 
touched your lips with a coal and set you off 
singing ? ’ 

Cino, with folded arms, bent his head in assent : 

‘ I have said it, Messere.’ ' 

‘ Good ! Now, such singing, though it is not 
to her taste, might be very much to ours. In fact, 
we have come to hear it, and that you might be 
robbed of all excuse, we have brought the key with 
us. Brother, pray blow up the brazier.’ 

Ridolfo, with his great cheeks like bladders, 
blew the coals to a white heat. ‘ Now then,’ he 
said, grinning to Ugolino, ‘ now then, the concert 
may begin.’ ' 

Cino, who by this time had seen what was in 
the wind, saw also what his course must be. 
Whatever happened hp could not allow a poet to 
be made ridiculous. It •was ridiculous to struggle 
with two armed men, and unseemly ; but 
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suffering was never ridiculous.. Patience, there- 
fore ! He anticipated the burly Ridolfo, who, 
having done his bellows-work, was now about to 
pin his victim from behind. » 

‘ Pray do not give yourself the pain to hold me, 
Messere,’ said he ; ‘lam not the man ,.to deny you 
your amusement. Do what you will, I shall not 
b^dge from here ’ 

He stood where he was with his arms crossed, 
and he kept his word. The red cinder hissed 
upon his lips ; he shut bis eyes, he ground his 
teeth together, the sweat beaded his forehead and 
glistened in his hair. Once he ^.eeled over,' and 
would have fallen if Ridolfo had not been there 
to catch him ; but he did not sing the tune they 
had expected, and presently they let him alone. 
So much for Italian humour, which, you will see, 
does not lack flavour. It was only the insensate 
obtuseness of the gull which prevented Ugolino 
dying of laughter. Ridolfo was annoyed. 

‘ Give me cold iron to play with another time,’ 
he growled ; ‘ I am sick of your monkey-tricks.’ 
This hurt Ugolino a good deal, for it made him 
feel a fool. 

' Will it be believed that the infatuate Master 
Cino spent the rest of the night in a rapture of 
poetry? It was not voiced poetry, could never 
have beeh written down ; rathel, it was a torrent 
of ’fegling upon which he floated out to heaven, in 
which he bathed. It thrilled through every fibre 
of his body till, he felt ^he wings of his soul 
fluttering madly to be five. This was the very 
ecstasy of love, to suffer the extreme torment for 
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the beloved ! .Ah* he was smitten’^e^bwtJ^S^^ 
last ; if poetry•^Yere to be ^WSli 
sweat, the pains of the rack|iii| <EBllt8iiS^|^nguish 
of the fire, was nof* poetry his own? Yes, indeed ; 
what’Dante had gained through exile and the death 
of Monna .Beatrice was his for another price, the 
price of his own blood. He forgot the physical 
agony of his scorched mouth, forgot the insylt, 
forgot everything but this ineffable achievement, 
this desperate* essay, this triumph, this anointing. 
Cino, Cino, mUrtyr for Love ! Hail, Cino, cro^^^ned 
with thy pain ! He could have held up his 
bleeding heart ijnd worshipped it. ^Surely this was 
the greatest hour of his life. . 

Before he left Pitecchio, and that .was before 
the dawn came upon it, he wrote, this letter to his 
mistress. 

‘ To his unending Lady* the image ofiall lovely 
delight, the Lady Selvaggii, Cino the poet, martyr 
for love, wisheth health and honour with kissing 
of feet. Madonna, if sin it be to lift over high 
the eyes, I have sinned very grievously ; and if to 
have great joy be assurance of forgiveness, then 
am I twice absolved. Such bliss as I have hadf in 
the contemplation of your excellence cometh not 
to many men, yet that which has befallen me this 
night (concerning which your honourabfe brothers 
shall inform you if you ask them) — this indeed is 
to be blessed of love so high, so rarely, that it were 
hard to believe myself the recipient, but for certain 
bodily testimony which,* I doubt not, I shall carry 
about me to my last hour. I leave this house 
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within a little while and go to •the hermitage of 
Santa Marcella Pistoiese, there to^pray Almighty 
God to .make me ^'orthy of my dignities and to 
contemplate the divine image of you wherewith 
my heart is sealed. So fare you well! — The 
most abject of your slaves, . Cino.’ 

, His reason for giving the name of his new 
refuge was an honourable one, and would appeal 
to a duellist. His flight, though ne^cessary, should 
be fobbed of all appearance of flight ; if they 
wanted him they could find him. Other results it 
had — results wjiich he could never have anticipated, 
and which' to have foreseen would have made him 
choose any other form of disgrace. But this was 
out of the question ; nothing known to Cino or 
his philosophy could have told him the future of 
his conduct. He placed his letter in an infallible 
place and'left Pitecchio just as the western sky was 
throbbing with warm light. 

For the present I leave him on his way. 



ly 

The third act of the comedy should opepi on 
Selvaggia in her bed reading the letter. Beautiful 
as she may have, looked, flushed and loose-haired 
at tTiat time, it is better to leave her alone with her 
puzzle, and choose rather the hour of hef enlighten- 
ment. Ridolfo and Ugolino were booted and 
spurred, their hooded ha^ks wei^ on their wrists 
when she got speech of thepi. They Were not 
very willing witnesses in a ^ause which now seemed 
to tell against themselves. Selvaggia’s cheeks 
burned as with poor Cino’s live coal when she 
could piece together all the shameful truth ; tears 
brimmed at her eyes, and these too were scalding 
hot. Selvaggia, you must understand, was a very 
good girl, her only sin being none of her *ac- 
complishment ; she was a child who looked like a 
young woman. Certainly she could not help that, 
though all the practice of her race w^e against 
her. She had never sought love, never felt to 
need it, nor cared to harbour it when it came. 
Love knocked at her heart, asking an entry ; her 
heart was not an inn, she thought, let the wayfarer 
go on. But the knocking had continued till her 
ears had grown to be soothed by the gentle sound ; 
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and now it had stopped for 'evdr, and, Pitiful 
Mother, for what good reasoned Oh, the thing 
wa^ horrible, sharreful, unutterable ! She was 
crying with rage ; but as that 'spent itself a great 
warm flood of genuine sorrow tided over her, 
floated her away ; she cried as though her heart 
was breaking ; and now she cried for pity, and at 
last she cried for very lovp. A pale ethereal Cino, 
finger on lip, rose before her ; a halo burned about 
his head ; he seemed a saint, he should be hers ! 
Ugolino and Ridolfo, helpless and ashamed before 
her outburst, went out bickering to their sport ; 
and Selvaggia,- wild ns her name,* untaught, with 
none to tuftor her, dared her utmost — dared, poor 
girl, beyond her strength. 

Late in the afternooi\ of that day Cino, in the 
oratory of his hern\itage, getting what comfort he 
could out of an angular Madonna frescoed there, 
heard a light step brush the threshold. The sun, 
already far gone in the west, cast on the white 
wall a shadow whose sight set his head spinning. 
He turned hastily round. There at the door stood 
Selvaggia in a crimson cloak ; for the rest, a picture 
of .the Tragic Muse, so woebegone, so white, so 
ringed with dark she was. 

Cino, on his feet, muttered a prayer to himself 
He covered his scarred mouth, hut not before the 
girl had caught sight of it. She set to wringing 
her hands, and began a low wailing cry. 

‘ Ah, terrible — ah, terrible ! That I should 
have done it to on'e who was 'always so gentle with 
me and so patient ! Oh, Cfino ’ — and she held out 
her hands towards him — ‘ oh, Cino, will you not 
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forgive me ? .Wjh you not ? I, only, did it ; it 
'was through me that they knew what you had 
said. Shameful *girl that I*-^ ! ’ She covg*ed 
her face and stood, sobbing before him. !Sut con- 
fronted with this toppled Madonna, Cino was 
speechless, ^wholly unprepared by jurisprudence or 
the less exact science of love for such a pass. As 
he knew himself, he could have written eloquently 
and done justice to the piercing theme ; but love, 
as he and his iellows understood it, had no spoken 
language. I do not §ee, however, that Selvaggia 
is to be blamed for being ignorant of this. 

Yet he had^tb say something, since there stood 
the weeping girl, all abandoned 'to her trouble. 
‘ I beseech you. Madonna,’ he was beginning, when 
she suddenly bared her face, h^r woe, and her 
beauty to his astonished ^yes, looking passionately 
at him in a way which eve»i he could not mis- 
interpret. * • 

‘ Cino,’ she said brokenly, ‘ I am a wilful girl, 
but not wicked, ah, no ! not hard-hearted. I think 
I did not understand you ; I heard, but would 
not hear ; it was wantonness, not evil in me, Cino. 
You have never wearied of telling me your 
devotion ; is it too late to be thankful ? New I 
am come to tell you what I should have said long 
before, that I am grateful, proud of such love, 
that I receive rt if still I may, that— ‘that’ — her 
voice fell to a thrilled whisper — ‘ that I love’you, 
Cino.’ Ah, but she had no more courage ; she 
hid her blushes in her hands aijd felt that now she 
should by rights sink into the earth. 

Judge you, who know the theory of the matter, 
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if this were terrible hearing ‘(or , Messer Cino. 
Terrible ? It was unprecedented «hearing ; it was 
a thing which, so^far as he ‘knew, had never 
happened to a lover before. T,hat love should go 
smooth, the lady smile, the lady love, theTady 
Voo ? Monstrous ! The lady was i|ever kind. 
Where was anguish } Where martyrdom ^ Where 
poetry and sore eyes ? Yet stay, was not such 
a thing in itself ‘a tornfent, to be cut off your 
martyrdom ? 

Cino gasped for breath. ‘ Ysu love me. 
Madonna ? ’ he said. ‘ You love me ? ’ 

Selvaggia nodded her head in' her hands ; 'she 
felt that she was blushing all over her body. 

Cino, at this new stab, struck his forehead a 
resounding smaclf. ‘ This is terrible indeed ! ’ he 
cried out in his distress ; whereupon Selvaggia 
forgot to -be ashamed any more, she was so taken 
by surprise. 

‘ What do you mean, Cino ? ’ she began to 
falter. ‘ I don’t understand you.’ 

Cino plunged into the icy pool of explanation, 
and splashed there at large. ‘ I mean, I mean ” 
— he waved his hands in the air — ‘ it is most 
difficult to explain. We must apprehend Love 
aright — if we can. He is a grim and dreadful 
lord, it appears, working out the salvation of the 
souls of poets, and other men, by 'great sufferings. 
Thete is no other way, as the books teach us. 
Such love is always towards ladies ; the suffering 
is from them, the Ipve for them. They deal the 
darts, and receive the more devotion. It is not 
to be otherwise — could not be — there can be no 
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poetry without pain ; and how can tfiere be pain 
if the lady lov«s the poet ? Ah, no, it is impos- 
sible! Anciently, very long*"!go, in the times, of 
Troy, maybe, it w^s different. I know not what 
to safy ; I had never expected, never looked, nor 
even asked— ah. Madonna,’ he suddenly cried, and 
found himself upon his knees, ‘ what am I to say 
to you for this speech of yours 

Selvaggia, white enough now, froze hard. ‘ IDo 
you mean,’ she said slowly, in words that fell one 
by one like cuts from a deliberate whip, ‘do* you 
mean that you do not love me, Messer Cino, 
aftet- all ? ’ , 

‘ You are a light to my eyes and a lantern to 
my feet,’ Cino murmured : but she did not seem 
to hear. , 

‘ Do you mean,’ she Went on, ‘ that you.are not 
prepared to be — to be my — niy betrothed ? ’ 

It was done ; now let the heavens fall I She 
could not ask the man tcf marry her, but it came 
to the same thing ; she had practically committed 
that unpardonable sin ; she had approached love 
to wedlock, a mystery to a bargain, the rapt con- 
verse of souls in heaven to a wrangle over the 
heeltaps in a tavern parlour. She was a heretic 
whom any Court of Love must excommunicate. 
The thing was so serious that it brought Cino to 
his feet, severe, fbrmal, an Assessor of CiVil Causes. 
He spread out his hands as if to wave aside words 
he should never have heard. He had found his 
tongue, for he was noy contemplating the 'Abstract. 

‘ Be very sure, most'sacred Lady,’ said he, ‘ that 
no bodily torment could drive me to such sacrilege 
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as your noble humility leads yovi to contemplate. 
No indeed ! Wretchedly unworthy as I am to 
live in jthe light of ^iir eyes, I am not yet fallen 
so far. There are yet seeds ctf grace within me 
— of your planting, Madonna, of your planting ! ’ 
She paid no heed to his compliments*; her eyes 
were fixed. On he hurried. ‘ So far, indeed, as 
those worldly coi\cerns go, whereof you hint, I am 
provided for. My wife Ts at Lucca in her father’s 
house — but of such things it is not fitting we 
should speak. Rather we should reason together 
of the high philosophy of love, which ’ 

But Selvaggia was^ gone before ,he could irivite 
her on such a lofty flight ; the wife at Lucca sent 
her fleeting, down the mossy slopes like a hare. It 
was too dark for men to see her face when she 
tiptoed, into Pitecchio and slipped up to her 
chamber. Safe at ' last there, she shivered and 
drowsed die night away ; but waking or sleeping 
she did not cease her dfeary moan. 

Cino, after a night of consternation, could 
endure the hermitage no more ; the problem, he 
was free to confess, beat him. Next day, there- 
fore, he took horse and rode over the mountains 
to Bologna, intent upon finding Dante there ; but 
Dante had gone to Verona with half of his 
‘ Inferno ’ in his saddlebag. Thither Cino pur- 
sued and ‘there found him in the church of St. 
Helen, disputing with the doctors upon the Ques- 
tion of the Land and the Water. What passed 
between the great poet and Ijhe less I cannot cer- 
tainly report, nor is it matfcrial. I think that the 
tinge of philosophy set here and there in Cino’s 
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verses, to say nothmg of a couplet or two which 
give more that? a hint of the ‘ Vita Nova,’ may 
safely be ascribed to that tiTl.s- I know jt laast 
that he did not ceSee to love his beautiful and wild 
Selva*ggia, so far as he understood that delicate 
state of th^soul which she, perverse child, had so 
signally misapprehended. The truth may well be 
that he was tolerably happy a^ Verona, able^ to 
contemplate at his ease* the divine image of his 
lady without ^ny interference from the disturbing 
original. Hfc was, it is said, meditating an ambi- 
tious work, the history of the Roman Polity from 
Nufna to Justjiiian, an epic in five -and -twenty 
books, wherein Selvaggia would have played a fine 
part, that of the Genius of Natural Law. The 
scheme might have ripened but for one small cir- 
cumstance ; this was the ‘death of Selvaggia. 

That healthy, laughing^ gifl. Genius of Nature 
or not, paid the penalty of her incurabh: childish- 
ness by catching a malaria, whereof she died, as it 
is said, in a high delirium of some eight hours. 
So it seems that she was really unteachable, for 
first she had spoiled Cino’s martyrdom, and next, 
by the same token, robbed the world of an epic 
in twenty-five books. Cino heard of it some fime 
afterwards, and in due season was shown her tomb 
at Monte della Sambuca high on the Apennine, a 
grey stone solitary in a grey waste of shale. There 
he pondered the science of which, while she was so 
strangely ignorant, he had now become an adept ; 
there, or thereabouts, he composed the most beauti- 
ful of all his rhymes, die canzone which may stand 
for an elegy of the Lady Selvaggia — 
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‘Ay me, alas ! the beautiful bright hair, — * 

Ay me, indeed ! \nd thus he ends — 

‘ Ay me, sharp Death ! till wha*^ I ask is done 
And my whole life is ended utterly, — 

Answer, — must I weep on 
Even thus, and never cease to moan ay rneF*'^ 

He^ might well asjc. It should be accorded him 
that he was worthy of the occasion : the poem is 
very fine. But I think the good man did well 
enough after this ; I know ^hat if he was sad he 
was most melodiously sad. He throve ; he be- 
came a professor ; his^ wife bore him five children. 
His native city has done him what honour she 
could, ousted his surname in favour of her own, 
set up a pompous monument in the Cathedral 
Church (where little Selvaggia heard her dull 
mass), and dubbed him once and for all, U amoroso 
Messer duo da Pistoja, That should suffice him. 
As for the young &lvaggia, I suppose her bones 
are dust of the Apennine. 


' The translation is Rossetti's, 
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Unde proverbii loco etiamnunc usurpatur, praetcriisse 
Borsii tempoia. — Este Chronicle. 
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1 

, THE ADVENTURERS 
• * 

It Is happily as unnecessary as it would be unwise 
tb inquire into the ancestry of Bellaroba, a meek- 
eyed girl of Venice, with whom I *have here some 
concern. Her mother was La Fragiletta, of the 
Old Ghetto, and her father may have been of the 
Council of Ten, or pousibly a Doge. No one 
could deny it, for no one knew his name. It is 
certain that his daughter Was not christened as she 
was called, equally certain that the nickname fitted 
her. Bella roba, a pretty thing, she always had 
been for her mother’s many friends ; bella roba in 
truth she looked, as La Fragiletta fastened her 
dark red dress, stuck a bunch of carnations in the 
bosom of it, and pulled up the laces round ‘her 
slim neck, on a certain May morning in or about 
the year 1469. ‘ The shape you are, child,’ said 

that industrious woman, ‘ I can do nothing for you 
in Venice. It is as timid as a nun’s. Ferrata is 
the place of all the world for you. I look forward 
to your speedy establishment in a city where a girl 
may be like a flagstal^^nd yet not thought amiss.’ 

Bellaroba looked humbly at herself in the glass; 
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though she '.ould see that she was pretty, it was 
not to be denied that she was thin Ah, no ; she 
did not take after he. mother. Here she sighed 
to remember that her bosom friend Olimpia Cas- 
taneve took after hers only too well, and was to 
accompany her fortune-hunting in Ferrara for 
precisely opposite reasons. Was this fair ? she 
wondered. She, Bellaroba, was to go because she 
was of a piece with the Ferrarese ; Olimpia, be- 
cause she could furnish a provoking contrast. She 
was an affectionate, docile creature, this shrinking 
Bellaroba, absurdly young, absurdly your servant ; 
but tears smarted in her eyes as siie stood ador.ied 
for sacrifice — in her tight crimson dress, lace at her 
neck and wrists, a jewel on her forehead, a chain 
in her hair, and a cold block of lead dragging at 
her heart. She had never denied any one any- 
thing, and certainly not her mother. Her tears 
glistened as she blinkea, her lip was shaky ; she 
was kissed a good-bye none the less, and went 
down the steps to join Olimpia huddled in the 
gondola. 

‘ Good-bye, my child,’ cried Madam Fragiletta 
from the doorway. ‘ Be wise ; remember what I 
have told you. Never see a priest the wrong side 
of the grille, and obey Monna Nanna in everything. 
I shall have a mass for you at San Zan to-morrow, 
and another on your birthday, which I shall never 
forget.’ 

The morning was misty and sharp. Madam 
Fragiletta was very much undressed, and loved 
her bed. She waved her hand gallantly to 
Bellaroba, who still stood up wistful in the 
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gondola; she ditf not ^ wait for it jo shoot the 
Jbridge or rounc^ the square corner or the riOy but 
turned shrugging to the i^ouse. There was, no 
reasonable probability that th&e two would ever 
meet.again. Short'outlooks govern La Fragiletta’s 
trade, and Providence, it seems, has little to do 
with it. • 

Olimpia Castaneve, the* muffled brooder in 
the poop, was cold, cross, at\d* still. Bellarfiba 
snivelled, but ^ she was scornful under her cloak, 
and no word passed between the pair until jthey 
were in the great blunt-nosed barge, heading 
against a crisping tide for Chioggia. Then, as 
the sun shot through the niist anti revealed the 
lagoon, one broad sheet of silver and* blue, the 
shawls were opened, limbs went luxuriously at 
the stretch ; you could see and liear chatter the 
couple of adventurers if yoi* cared. Bellaroba 
you have seen already — very gentle, very simple, 
very unformed without ^nd within. She had 
pretty ways, coaxing and appealing ways. When 
she asked a question it was with lifted eyebrows 
and a head on one side. She would take your 
hand without art, and let you hold it without 
afterthought. It was the easiest thing in ^he 
world to kiss her, for she suffered it gladly and 
quite innocently ; it came as naturally as to a cat 
to rub his cheek ^n your chair or swinging foot. 
Yet the girl was as modest as a Clare. If ;^ou 
had presumed on your licence to make love to her, 
it would not have been her scorn (for she had* 
none), but her distress that would have set you 
back in your place. Gods knows what La 

T 
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Fragiletta n^ight have taught ^her. It is certain 
she was all unlettered in" love up ’to that hour» 
Bej^laroba was not ojdy modest* by instinct, but 
that better thing, innocent by preoccupation. 

In all this she was a dead co'otrast to her hand- 
some friend Olimpia Castaneve, who was really a 
beauty of the true Venetian mould. As sleek and 
sumptuous as a cat, as splendidly coloured as a 
suhburnt nectarine^ crowned with a mass of red- 
gold hair, as stupid as she was sly, and as rich as 
she ,was spendthrift, the lovely Olimpia had been 
sent adventuring to the bees of Ferrara, not as 
lacking honey for Venice, but ag being too great 
a treasure for her mother’s house. Her mother 
was La Farfalla — a swollen butterfly in these days 
— and fraiikly said that she could not afford such 
a daughter. Olimpia , had no instructions ; in 
fact, needed none.r She went cheerfully out to 
what Mpnna Nanna? and the Blessed Virgin 
should prepare for her, without kisses (which 
she garnered against the lean years) and without 
reserves. She neither condemned her mother 
nor approved. Perhaps she had not the wit ; 
assuredly she lacked the energy. She was re- 
markably handsome in her hot, Venetian way, 
richly coloured, brown -eyed, crimson -lipped, 
bosomed like a goddess and shaped like a 
Caryatid* She half closed her ,eyes, half opened 
hef lips, smiled and drowsed and waited. You 
would have thought her melting with love ; she 
was ciphering a ^rice, but being slow at figures, 
she hid herself (spiderwjsfc) in a golden mesh. 
Olimpia was nearly always complaisant, had no 
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reticences, no oeftiscience, few brains. She was 
luxury itself,’ fond of *the fire, fona of her bed, 
fond of her 3 i«ner. Admittedly self-absorbed, 
she was accustomed to say tHkt she knev/ far too 
mucji about love ib fall into it. It was a reflection 
as serious as she could make it ; but Love is very 
apt to take such sayings amiss. Olimpia out of 
love might make men miserable ; in it, what might 
she not do ? I am aboyt to tfll you. • 

At Chioggia they were to await a shipload of 
merchants and pack-mules expected from Anpona ; 
but the wind proved counter when their barge had 
weathered Malamocco, and that which disserved 
them befriencted the northering •freight. They 
found the train of beasts awaiting them, saddled 
and loaded, restless to be off. Chioggia to 
Ferrara, by the road they woufd go, is a hand- 
some fifty miles. • 

In that company, as they neared, they observed 
a calm-eyed youth with ajdelicate, girlish face, and 
wonderful shock of light gold hair all about it. 
He stood alone on the mole, one knee bent, a 
hand to his hip, and soberly surveyed the group 
on the barge. He made a charming little picture 
there — seemed indeed posed for some such thing ; 
he was charmingly pretty himself, but for all that, 
he had a tragic touch upon him, a droop of the 
lip, or the eyelid, perhaps. One could Jliardly say, 
yet never miss it. Even Olimpia noticed* the 
shadow across him. As they touched — ‘ Look, 
look, Bellaroba,’ she whispered, and nudged her 
friend — ‘ that boy ! .Did you ever see such a 
lonely child ? ’ 
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Bellaroba jdrew a long breatlf;'* ‘ I think he is 
as lovely as an angel,’ she replied', Jier eyes fascin-. 
atecj. And her saying*- ^vas equally true. He was 
such a demure boy-angel, bright-haired, long and 
shapely in the limb, as the pefiKters and carvers 
loved to set in Madonna’s court, careful about her 
throne, or below the dais fiddling, or Strumming 
lutes to charm away her listlessness. Moreover, 
An^ioletto was the, name, he went by, though he 
had been christened Dominick. And he came 
from, Borgo San Sepolcro — far cry , from windy 
Chioggia — a place among the brown Tuscan hills, 
just where they melt into Umbifia ; and he ,waS 
by trade a minstrel, and going to Perrara. Of so 
much, with' many bows, he informed the two girls, 
being questioned by Olimpia. But he looked at 
Bellaroba as he spoke, and she listened the harder 
and looked the longd'' of the two. 

Everything about him seemed to her altogether 
gracious, from the silky, floss of his gold hair to 
his proper legs, sheathed in scarlet to the thighs. 
He was as soft and daintily coloured as a girl, had 
long curved lashes to his grey eyes, a pathetic 
droop to his lip, the bloom as of a peach on his 
chedcs. But you could never mistake him for a 
girl. His eyes had a critical blink, he looked to 
have the discretion of a man. A fop he might 
be ; he had a wiry mind. A fop,, in fact, he was. 
He ‘had a little scarlet cap on his head, scarlet 
stockings, peaked scarlet shoes : for the rest he 
was in green cloth with a blue leather belt about 
his waist. He ha(f fine lace ruffles at his wrists, a 
fine line of white at his throat, and in his ears (if 
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you could have seen them) gold riAgs. Just the 
pampered young minion ©f any Tuscan court, a 
precocious wrappage of wit, ’good manrffers, and- 
sensibility, he lodked what he spoke, the exquisite 
Florentine, to these broad-vowelled Venetian lasses ; 
did not smftle, but seemed never out of temper ; and 
was certainly not timid. Self-possessed, reticent 
he was ; but not timid. ^ That was proved. • 

When the cavalcade was on the point to start, 
Angioletto stepped forward and took Bellaroba by 
the hand. 

• ‘ Little lady,’ says he to his blushing captive, ‘ I 

have a mule for the road which I •am assured is a 
steady pacer. Will you be my pillion f ’ 

‘Oh yes, Messere,’ said Bellaroba in a twitter, 
and dropped him a curtsey of hd- best. 

‘ Excellent ! ’ he cried g^ily. ‘ I can see that 
we are to be friends.’ So»she was led away. 

He helped her on to the mule in no time, 
showed her how she must hold him round the 
middle, how closely and how constantly ; he ex- 
plained how little there was to fear, for all that 
such a manner of going was as venturesome to her 
as a steamer would have seemed to Ulysses^ that 
great captain. It was then that Olimpia (watching 
all this) proved Angioletto not timid, for she saw 
him conclude hij precepts to her friend, by kissing 
her cheek in the easiest manner. ‘ H’m,’ thought 
the wise Olimpia, ‘ I pray that Bellaroba may be 
careful.’ 

She herself accepted the ser\^ces and part of the 
horse of a lean Ravennese, a Captain of Lances — 
two yards of sinew and brown leather — who told 
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her that his name was Mosca, and Ijis heart bleed- 
ing ^t her feet. Olimpia smiled beautifully upon 
him, buf was careful’; took a share of the courser, 
but gave in return nothing mort^ than a hand on 
its master’s belt. He wanted much more, and 
showed it. Olimpia, far from coy, ‘hinted an 
exchange. She needed her bearings ; did this ap- 
parAit hero know The Mosca snorted, 
threw back his head at the word. Ferrara ? cried 
he, di,d he know it ! Saints and Angejs, who could 
know it better ‘ Ferrara he went on to shout, 
appealing to gods and men, ‘ the .gayest courts irt 
all Italy — the ‘cleanest air, the fnost laughing 
women, the^ — pest ! it is a place of holy days and 
feasts — all rtiusic, loving and delight ! But you 
will see, my deir ; I will see that you see.’ 
Olimpia must know, more exactly than this, and 
so she told the Mosca. •• He could deny her no- 
thing : so as they rode between the grey swamps 
of the lagoon, he poured out his understanding in 
his own fashion. His oaths made her gasp, but 
the facts atoned for that. By the bones of God, 
but he served a great lord of that city — Guarino 
Guatini by name, whose blade was the longest, the 
oftenest out, and the cleanest cutter, as himself was 
the lightest heart, and most trenchant carver of 
men in Bopso’s fief The good captain carried his 
loyalty to the edge of his simplicity, and left it 
there for Olimpia to handle. ‘ By the cheeks of 
the Virgin, my dear, I know what I know. My 
young master has* an eye .which, whether it say 
“ Come ” or “ Go,” needs not say it twice. He 
is as fine and limber as a leopard on the King of 
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England’s shield, of a nature so fran^c and loving 
that I suppose there is hardly a lady in Ferrara 
could not testify to it — unless ‘she were bcfund’to 
the service of his Magnificence the Duke. Why ! 
Yourself might make a shift to be my little friend, 
and never rfcpent it, mind you — No, no, I may be 
battered, my dear, but I am seasoned ; I have 
great experience; you ^ would • not repent, and 
shall not, by the Face on the Handkerchief! But 
happen you see my master, happen he wear his 
brocade of white and gbld — it is all peacocks’ eyes, 
my ^seraphic heart, in gold and blue upon snowy 
white — happen Mgain he look, “Come” at you — 
Why, off you trot as a hound to the platter, and 
I speed you thither with open heart. Thus walks 
his world Guarino Guarin', my ndbJe master.’ 

Olimpia had a colour, aijd flew it now most 
becomingly in her cheeksi It was a wholesome, 
healthy, happy colour, born of her growing excite- 
ment ; the Captain highly approved of it. She 
thus earned more information. Guarino Guarini, 
it appeared, though not of the reigning family, 
was very near the throne. He had married one 
of the d’Este ladies, Madama Lionel! a, legitimised 
daughter of Duke Borso, and was now ignoring 
the fact to his own and her entire satisfaction. 
Upon the Countess’s score, Captain Mosca had 
not very much to say. ‘ A great-hearted kdy, 
amorous, generous, a great lover,’ he allowed ; ‘ a 
pretty taste for music and singing she has, is a 
friend of poets and such like. * The antechamber 
is full of them ; and there they are — on promotion, 
you understand. But though she has a wonderful 
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free spirit, 'she is no beauty, * ypii must know^ 
Her mouth is too big,<-and her eyes are too small. 
It 'is af kissing mOuth, as we say, my dear, and 
a speaking eye — and there ybu have Mgdama 
Lionella, who loves minstrels.’ 

‘ Tell me,’ said Olimpia here, ‘ ^ho is that 
pretty gentleman with my friend? Is he not a 
minstrel ? ’ 

The Captain turned in his saddle and, when he 
had observed, snorted his disdain. 

‘ That sprout, my dea?y ? ’ said he. ‘ Some 
such dapper little chamber -fellow, I’ll warprtt 
you. A lap-dog, -at- lady’s toy, ‘■with a piping 
voice and 'an eye for mischief. Yes, he’ll be for 
climbing by Madama Lionella’s back-stair. He 
has the make df it — just the doll she loves to 
dandle.” Which w^s all the Captain had to say 
for Angioletto. * 

Little as it was, it was more than Angioletto 
had to say for Mosca. He was, indeed, serenely 
indifferent to the lean brown man. From the 
moment of their setting out, he and Bellaroba had 
wagged tongues in concert, and before they had 
macf a dozen miles each knew the other’s story 
to the roots. Angioletto’s was no great matter. 
The Capuchins at Borgo had taught him his 
rudiments,^ his voice had takeiv him into the 
choir, his manners into the sacristy. He had 
been Boy-Bishop twice, had become a favourite 
of the Warden’s, learnt Latin, smelt at Greek, 
scribbled verses. Then, opS Corpus Christi, he 
got his chance. There was to be a Pageant — 
‘ Triumph,’ he called it — a Triumph of Love and 
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.a Triumph df Chastity, wherein hy the good 
offices of his frjend the Warden he was chosen 
for the part of Love. It was* to be assumed that 
he pleased, for Chastity (who was a great lady of 
the place) took him into her service ; and there 
he stayed until, as he explained, she married again. 
She had been a widow, it seems, when she took 
part in the Triumphs. . 

Bellaroba was much interested. 

‘ Was the lady kind to you, Angioletto ? ’ 

‘ Oh, very kind.’ 

' ‘ But you had to go, you say ’ 

' Yes. It was judged be*^ter.’ . 

‘ But I don’t quite see. If she was kind I 
wonder why you judged it better to go, or why 
she did ? ’ • 

‘ It did not rest wholly ■yith us,’ said Angio- 
letto. • 

Bellaroba did not pursue the subject. But 
after a short pause — * 

‘ And are you now from her house ? ’ she 
asked. 

Angioletto shook his head. ‘ That was a very 
long time ago,’ said he ; ‘ two years at lea^. I 
am eighteen, you must know. When I left the 
Marchioness she gave me a handsome present. It 
sufficed to take pie to Perugia — to the, University 
there ; it afforded me two years’ study ii> the 
liberal arts, and my outfit for this present venture 
into the bargain.’ 

‘ And do you know what you will do at 
Ferrara, Angioletto .^’ 

‘ Yes, quite well.’ 
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‘ What win you do ? ’ ' ‘ ' 

‘ I will marry you, liellaroba,’ Jifie boy replied, 
as he turned suddenly, put his arms about her and 
took a long kiss. rV 

Bellaroba, in a bath of love, made him free of 
her lips. For a while the mule had ‘to do his 
pacing alone. 

‘•Oh, Angioletto, Angioletto,’ whispered the 
girl, with a hidden face, ‘ I have never been 
happy like this before.’ 

‘You will never be unhappy again', dearest, for 
I shall be with you.’ 

For the time there, was no more* talk, since the 
broken murmurs of their joy and wonder cannot 
be so described. The billing of two doves on an 
elm was not more artless than their converse on 
the mulVs back. , 

The girl brought pr^se in again, as became a 
daughter o'f Venice. What had led Angioletto to 
Ferrara ? 

‘ The Blessed Virgin,’ he promptly replied, and 
she sighed a happy acquiescence in so pious a 
retort. 

‘ Put what else ? ’ 

For answer Angioletto drew a silk-bound letter 
from his breast. ‘ This epistle,’ he said, ‘ promises 
me employment and fame almos^ as certainly as 
you «promise me bliss. It is from a Cardinal of 
my acquaintance to a noble lady of Ferrara, by 
name Lionella, daughter of Duke Borso himself, 
and wife to one Messer Gu&rino Guarini, a very 
great lord. The lady is patroness of all poets and 
minstrels. ^ Consider our fortunes made, my joy.’ 
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‘ They must be ma 3 e since yow believe it, 
Angioletto,’ sai (3 .Bellaroba. with faith. ‘ I have 
never seen any one like you, so beautiful «nd *so 
wise ^t once.’ i * 

• The compliment provoked kisses. Angioletto 
embraced htr again ; again conversation became 
ejaculatory, and again the mule tripped over the 
reins. He learned before the .day was out .to 
allow for this new hindrance* to his way ; he 
tripped no more. The lovers continued their 
rapt intercourse all that May-day journey through 
the ^rice-fields, until at Rovigo (half hidden in a 
mist of green) they halted for the night. 



II 

ARMS AND THE MANNIKIN 

The hubbub of the inn-yard, where shouting 
merchants wrestled fof porters, ancLdonkeys brayed 
them down, the narrowed eyes of Olimpia, the 
sardonic gnn of the gaunt Mosca, brought our 
lovers back into the real world. They faced their 
foes together with insensible meeting and holding 
of young hands. Angioletto did his best not to 
feel a detected schoolboy, and did succeed in 
meeting the Captain’s terrific looks. Bellaroba 
made no attempt at heroism. Her blush was a 
thing to be seen. 

‘ Bellaroba, come with me, my child,’ said 
Olimpia, severely ; but Angioletto kept her hand. 

Captain Mosca fiddled at his sword-hilt. 

‘ Would you like spitted lark for supper, 
Madonna ?’ he asked with meaning. 

Olimpia burst into a shrill laugh, and Angio- 
letto, who had the pluck of a little gamecock, 
turned to his partner in guilt. 

‘And you, Madonnetta,’ he said sweetly, ‘what 
do you say to boars head larded } ’ * 

Bellaroba giggled in spite of herself — for she 
284 
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was terribly frightened— but again Olimpia, the 
grand indifferent, pealed her delight. *The Captain 
glared round aboirt him ovel- a tossing sea of bajes 
and asses’ ears ; getting small joy of that, he 
scowlsd portentoil^y at the little minstrel and 
took a stride forward. 

‘ Look you, sprigling,’ said he, ‘ you have to do 
with a man of deeds ; a man, by Saint Hercules, 
of steel.’ , . * • 

Angioletto was fired, cheek and eye. He never 
faltered. 

‘ I wish I had to do with a man of sense,’ ha said. 

‘.If you do not drop that lady’s hand, my 
lad ’ growISd the Mosca. * 

‘ What then, sir ? ’ 

‘ Then,’ the Captain roared, ‘ by the ante- 
chambers of Paradise, she shall cling to carrion ! ’ 

Bellaroba with a little cr)fc fell to her knees ; 
Olimpia bit her finger ; Aflgioletto shrugged. 

‘ You have better lungs.than manners. Captain,’ 
he said quietly. ‘ These ladies of ours are fatigued 
with travel and tired of fasting. Moreover, I 
apprehend a bale of carpets on my back at every 
moment. We will, so please you, sup. If you 
and the lady whom you escort will do me»the 
honour of sharing my table we can arrange other 
matters at our leisure. I have always understood 
that encounters before ladies are make-believe ; but 
your experience should inform you how far th^t is 
true. By leave. Signor Capitano.’ 

Whereupon he lifts up the praying Bellaroba ; 
kisses her forejiead, and hands her into the inn as 
bold as a Viscount. One or two tongues were in 
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one or two cheeks ; one hand afr least clapped him 
on the shoulder for a ‘little assassin’ — a complir 
ment ; the honours /were his, to that present. 
Ofimpfa followed after him, very much impressed 
with the thought that the sootier she cou\d ex- 
change Mosca for Mosca’s master the better for* 
her. In the rear of the procession 'stalked that 
gaping hero, swearing rapidly under his breath to 
keep himself in some sort of countenance. 

Angioletto’s assurance, and with it his luck, 
held out the evening. Not otherwise could he 
have .cleared himself of the mess. He fairly froze 
Mosca by the coolness of his assumptions. 

‘ I will fight you* as soon as you choose, and 
with your'own weapons, after supper,’ said he, ‘ but 
it is only fkir to warn you that you will be killed.' 

‘ How so, by the King of Glory ’ cried the 
Captain. , 

‘ The wagging finger of Fate, sir,’ replied 
Angioletto readily, ‘ and the conjunctions of the 
stars. My horoscope was taken at Foligno with 
the utmost exactitude. Mars himself, for reasons 
of his own, seems to have presided over my be- 
getting. More than that, though I have not the 
leas^; desire to take your life — should not, indeed, 
know what to do with it — it will be impossible for 
me to avoid it. I am really very sorry. Your 
case is ju?t on a parallel with th^t of the younger 
Alfopasso who, on this very day a year ago, in- 
sisted upon fighting with me. It is true that I do 
not pretend to love or even to approve of you. 
Captain ; I consider that your legs have outgrown 
your brains. But for all that, I should be sorry 
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to think that fo^ want of a little ordinary polite- 
ness, or for shanks out'‘of due measure, an honest 
man had lost lii'j life, tfowever, I fear the affair 
has gone too far.’ * 

The Captain .gsew purple and green by turns. 
The room of full tables was all agog. He let out 
an oath which I omit. 

‘The affair has not gone so far as this blade 
shall go, turkey-poult,’ he thundered. * 

‘ Make yourself quite easy on that point, my 
good sir,’ said Angioletto, cracking a walnut ; 
‘ your sword shall fly*the length of the roqm. I 
have a pass that, is irresistible. You cannot fight 
planets. Captain.’ 

‘ I have never tried yet, by our 'Lord,’ the 
Captain admitted, ‘ but no one has dartd to doubt 
my valour, and, planet or no planet, I’ll run you 
through.’ , 

Angioletto smiled at rmother walnut. ‘ I find 
the conceit admirable,’ said he, ‘ yet you ‘will perish 
so sure as this city is Rovigo and a titular fief of 
my mistress’s master.’ 

‘ A straw for your mistress, little egg,’ cried the 
suffocating Captain. 

‘ I will give it to Countess Lionella as ^your 
dying gift, Signor Capitano.’ 

The name smacked him in the face ; he shook 
his head like a, worried bull, or as a dog shakes 
water from his pelt. Olimpia, too, was interested, 
and for the first time. With face fixed between 
her hands, she leaned both elbows on the table, 
watching. * , * 

‘ Is the Countess Lionella your mistress ? ’ she 
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asked. Angioletto made her a bow ; the company 
applauded a'' popular narhe. Olimpia turned a, 
glance upon her Captain, which said as plainly 
as she tould have upoken, ‘ Finish him for your 
master’s sake.’ But it had n«» meaning foy the 
champion, who possibly knew more about his • 
master than he had been minded to dedare. 

Angioletto tapped the ground with his toe. 

‘ Come, Master Captain,’ he said, ‘ before your 
blood cools.’ 

‘ Have no fear, bantam,’ said a jolly Dominican 
in his ear, ‘ that toad’s blood was never hot.’ It 
certainly looked like it. The Captain scratched 
his head. * ' 

‘ Look ye now, youngster,’ he said at last, ‘ I 
serve his wbrship Count Guarino Guarini, who is 
the husband of Fvladama. Lionella ; and lucky for 
you that service is,r Otherwise, by the truly- 
splintered Cross, it had' gone hard with you this 
night.’ 

‘ Oh, brava, brava ! ’ cheered the dining-room, 
and then hooted the Captain to his bench. 

Angioletto put up his little hanger with a curt 
nod in his enemy’s direction. ‘ For the Countess’s 
sake- I spare you to the Count, Captain Mosca ; 
though what precisely your value may be to his 
Excellency I do not at present understand.’ 

Thereupon he turned to his poor Bellaroba, 
took her in his arms before them all, kissed her 
eyes dry of tears, and ended by drawing a rueful 
smile from her lips. The dining-room found him 
admirable throughout ; blit Olimpia got up, 
yawning. 
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‘ Come, child, k is time for bed,’ ^he declared. 
H suppose evei! this entertainment must have a 
term.’ There was no gainsaying it. Tho lovers 
were torn apart bv the moral force of Olimpia’s 
^attendance ; but no^t until it was demonstrated that, 
though Gocid-night is a word of two syllables, it 
needs four lips, and is therefore capable of infinite 
extension. , , 

‘ Well, my child, I hope yoil are satisfied with 
this little day’sVork,’ said Olimpia, half-undressed. 

For answei* Bellaroba, upon her friend’s nfeck, 
dissolved in a flood of happy tears. 


u 



Ill 

HOW THEY CAME TO FEPRARA 

That was a fair sight which greeted the travellers 
at the close of the next day — the towers of Ferrara 
rising stately out of a green thicKet. The lovers 
trilled their happiness to each other : surely nothing 
but pleasure and a smooth life could come out of 
so treeful a place ! 

‘ In our Venice, ^you must know,’ said Bellaroba, 
‘ we set great store by green boughs, having so few 
of them. We think that harshness and clamour 
may haunt the canals, but that birds can sing in 
gardens of a world really joyful. What a cloud 
of green trees — look, look how near the sky comes 
to them ! Oh, my Angioletto, we are going to be 
so' happy ! ’ And the young girl laid her hot 
cheek on her lover’s shoulder. 

He, though her premises were undeniable, had 
his doubts. Her words set him wondering what 
was to be the end of this light-hearted adventure. 

‘ My dear,’ said he, ‘ if trees get in a man’s way 
of villainy or incommode his pleasures he will cut 
them down, depend upon' it.’ 

‘ Well, silly boy,’ she cried, and gave him a 
290 
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peck of a kiss; ‘ jfnd does not that prove what I 
say, that there ire no villainies in Ferrara? For, 
see, the trees are as thick as a, forest.’ Sl>e mide 
him laugh again be^fore many paces. His ringing 
.tones’ caught the *ears of Captain Mosca, and set 
that great naan scowling. 

‘ If I don’t get a crumb down that yapping 
gullet, call me not Mosca,’ he grpmbled. , 

‘ Speak a little louder,'Signoi' Capitano,’ said his 
pillion. * 

‘ Your pardon, Madwnna Olimpia,’ he ans'w6red, 
‘ but I believe I was breathing a prayer on account 
of the little loverboy yonder.’ , 

Olimpia laughed. ‘ I love him as much as you 
do, I dare swear,’ said she ; ‘ but he may be very 
useful. Remember that I am but a poor gentle- 
woman with my fortune to make.’ 

‘ Give me the making of it, my angel,’ cried the 
Captain, crushing his heart with his fi?t. ‘ You 
shall have the most crov^ded cortile in Ferrara. 
May I give you a humble bit of advice ? ’ 

‘ Certainly you may.’ 

‘ It will be this, then, that you hold off from 
Monna Nanna and keep yourself very mucjj to 
yourself. Between us we can arrange a pretty 
future. I know Monna Nanna better than be- 
comes me. Believe me, the acquaintaijce would 
become you still less. But with such talents as I 
have — and they are all yours — I can arrange for 
you a most proper dwelling-place which shall cost 
little and bring much in.’ • 

‘ But we canhot live there alone. Captain.’ 

‘ Hey ! I am beforehand. I parry with the 
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iny d\}chess,’ cried the deKghted Mosca. ‘ I 
have bought of all t%t. There»is an old lady o*f 
niy fHendship in tijie city, by nathe Donna Matura. 
She is something decayed in estate o’ these days, 
has fewer crusts than teeth,' {)oor soul, blit hag 
mingled with the highest. She will be all that 
you could wish, and you more than she could hope 
f<jr. Think of it, lady, think of it.’ 

‘ I will,’ said tHimpia,*who had already done so. 
There is no doubt that she and the Mosca under- 
stood each other. . * 

They were now riding up the long lime-tjee 
avenue which^ leads ^ to the Sea-Qate of Ferrara; 
soon they, entered Ferrara itself, that city of warm 
red brick, of broad eaves, of laughter and, as it 
were, a fairy-talf,, bowered in rustling green. The 
streets ran wide between garden walls and the 
massy fronts of gfeat^ square houses ; they were 
full of a*' traffic which seemed that of a prosperous 
people bent upon pleaspure. Happy ladies rode by 
with hawks or leashed dogs, or crowns of flowers. 
Cavaliers, in white and yellow, ribboned, slashed, 
curled and feathered, went in and out of the 
throng to keep an assignation, or to break one. 
Tlie priests joked with the women, the very 
urchins coaxed for kisses. Every street corner 
had its lovers’ tryst, never a garden walk without 
its, loitering pair, never a lady came out of a 
church door but there stood a devout adorer to 
beg a touch of holy water from her finger-tip. 

‘ How happy* this people is,’ cried Bellaroba, 
flushed and sparkling, to ’her little lord. ‘Every- 
body loves everybody else.’ 
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‘ My dear, !ve ’have hothing to do with their 
loves ; we are gding to be if " ’ ’ lied Angio- 
letto, looking straight before • 

‘Yes, Angioletto^’ said she, nouse. 

• Olimpia, who was not thinking 1 was 
highly entertained. There was a j, it ^ ^ms^ 
and led horses, richly caparisoned, outside the open 
doors of a new and very spaciou** palace. Rouad 
about them crowded peoj^le of a meaner sort, and 
beggars not a* few ; but a lane was kept to the 
gateway by soldiers in red and yellow, who. Bore 
upon their breasts^ a quartered coat of eagles and 
lilies! • , , 

‘ Hist ! ’ said Mosca, pulling up his horse. 

‘ This is the fine new palace of the Duke’s, which 
he calls his Schifanoia. ^e is evidently expected 
in from his hawking. The greatest falconer you 
ever knew, my life ! I do assure you.’ 

‘That may very well be,’ said OlimpTa, ‘for I 
have never known one at all.’ 

‘ You shall know this one before I die, and 
another who is my most noble master,’ cried 
Mosca, ‘ or I am your kennel-dog for nothing.’ 

‘ Let us wait a little and see this hawking Djike 
of yours,’ Olimpia said, with a gentle pressure of 
her arms about the Captain’s middle. 

‘ Blood of blood,’ sighed the Mosca, i I am as 
wax in the candle of you, my soul.’ • 

Olimpia pulled down her hood. Her patience 
was rewarded in no long time by the sound of 
an approaching cavakac^e ; presently she saw the 
nodding plumed of riders and their beasts at the 
end of the street. Knights, squires and ladies 
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rode with their reigning firince *: hie himself with, 
two young men, magmficently ,(fressed, came in 
advance of the troop, and at a great pace. 

Olimpia judged her time wqjl^ At the moment 

Duke Borso drew rein to turn into his gates she 

threw back her hood and looked him full in the 
« 

face, as if to dower him with all the splendour of 
hen beauty. The, sly, humorous face of the old fox 
twitched as his eyes caught the girl’s. He looked 
a prude with a touch of freakishness in him ; 
his pursed mouth seemed always to be strangling 
a smile, the issue of the strife , always in doubt. 
Now, for instsk'ice, though Olimpia said to helself 
that she was satisfied, she could never have denied 
that he disapproved of her, while nobody could 
have maintained* it. B9rso had shot upon her a 
piercing glance the ^linute in which he had turned 
his horse ; Mosca had had the benefit of another ; 
then he Had acknowledged in military fashion the 
waving caps and kerclfiefs at the gates and had 
passed into the courtyard. 

‘ Oh, you may be satisfied, my soul,’ said the 
Mosca. ‘ Borso will never forget us now : it is 
not, his way. But look, look ! ’ Another pair of 
eyes was at work, belonging to a very handsome, 
ruddy youth who had been at the Duke’s left 
hand. Qjlimpia needed no nudge, from the Captain 
to fell her who this noble rider might be. Guarino 
Guar ini for a florin ! And so it was. 

‘ Yes,’ said Mosca, ‘ that is my most intrepid 
master. The flaken lad jjri silver brocade, who 
was on the other side, is Teofild Calcagnini, of 
whom I know little more than that he is Duke 
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Borso’s shadow.* You shall hardly see^ them apart. 
I'he other, my ‘charmer, «fhe other is our man. 
Leave me to deal with hin^. Come npw 40 
the inn. To-morrow you shall have your hired 
phouse* and the nek^ day company for it more to 
your taste than lean old Mosca.’ 

‘ I shall never forget you, my Captain,’ said thtf 
really grateful Olimpia ; and said truer than she 
knew. ‘Come,’ she added, ‘we should seek out 
Bellaroba and ‘her little sweetheart. There must 
be an end of that pretty gentleman, my friend*’ 
t ‘ By the majesty of King Solomon, there* shall 
be an end,’ Mofjca swore, and pricked his horse. 

Angioletto and his lady-love had l^een better 
exercised than to think of dukes. .They had 
thought of religion. , 

They passed by the Schifanoia at a sober walk, 
regardless of the crowd. ^ • 

‘ My heart,’ Angioletto said, ‘ there is here 
what I suppose to be tho most famous shrine in 
Romagna. I mean that of the Madonna degli 
Greci, a pompous image from Byzantium, which 
proceeded undoubtedly from the bottega of Saint 
Luke. If that Signore had been as indifferent a 
painter as he was great Saint (which is sbrely 
impossible), we should do well to visit his 
Madonna. Her holiness is past dispute; there 
are very few miracles which she could* not ,per- 
form if she chose. As well as burning a candle 
apiece before her face, we could lay our prayers 
and new love at here feet. Beyond question She 
will hear and bring us |[ood luck. What do you 
think ? ’ 
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‘ I think as you thinks Angioletto,’ said Bella- 
roba, and hefd him clos^. • 

•* Let us go, ther^. I know the way very well.’ 

So they went to the tune which the young lad 
sang under his breath, and before long came' to a 
piazza, not very broad, but flagged a^l over and 
^t about with stately brick buildings, having on 
the^ left the stone front of a great church, tier 
upon tier of arches interlaced. The door of it 
was guarded by two stone lions, a'hd above the 
porch was the figure of a buxom 'lady, with a 
smile half saucy, half benevolent, to whom Angick- 
letto doffed his cap. ^ , » 

‘ They qall her Donna Ferrara,’ he explained. 
‘ This is the Duomo. Let us go in.’ 

They dismounted ; a lame boy held the mule ; 
they entered the church. ' 

It was very large,*very dark, and nearly empty. 
Angiolette put his arm round Bellaroba’s waist, 
and they began to pace the aisle in confidential 
talk. 

‘Where are you going to live in this place, 
Bellaroba ? ’ he asked her. 

‘ I don’t know. Olimpia knows. There was a 
Monna Nanna we were to live with, I think. But 
Olimpia will decide. I must do as she wishes.’ 

‘ But why ? ’ 

‘ 5he is* older than I am — two'years. Besides, 
I always have. And my mother commanded it.’ 

‘ Your last appears to me the only reason worth 
a thought. Do you not want to know what I 
think of it, Bellaroba ? ’ He bent his head towards 
her. Her answer, the flutter of a quick little 
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kiss, pleased him. ‘ Well, I will tell you,’ said 
he. ‘ I think \te should Jje married at once — this 
very minute. I *do indeed.’ 

‘ Oh ! ’ said Bellaroba, blushing beautifully. 

‘ I can see tllal you are pleased at this, my 
dear,’ Angioletto said, looking at her. They were 
head for head level, these children. ‘ But whit 
would Olimpia say ? ’ 

Bellaroba paused for «trengtl\ to tell the painful 
truth. 

‘She would say “Fiddlesticks,” Angioletto.’ 

* Angioletto frowned. ‘ Ah ! what is * to be 
done ’ he askgd. 

Bellaroba looked down, plucked a,t her skirt, 
saw Angioletto’s hand peeping round her waist. 
It seemed difficult to say, and yef what she did say 
was very simple : ‘We have not asked Olimpia, 
you know.’ , 

‘ No,’ Angioletto answered ; ‘ we have had no 
time yet. But we will, of course.’ 

f Oh, of course,’ said she, who kept her eyes 
hidden, and spoke very low. ‘ Oh, of course. 
But ’ 

‘Well, dearest ? ’ 

‘Could we not — would it not be wiser — of 
course you know best, Angioletto ! — might we 
not ask her — afterwards ? ’ 

Angioletto kissed her. 

‘You are as wise as you are lovely, my little 
wife. Come, let us find the Madonna degli Greci.’ 
And he led her away- by the hand. 

They found her in the north transept, in a 
little fenced chapel all starry with tapers and 
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gleaming gold and silver hearts.* As it was the 
eve of Pentecost she was, uncovered ; they could 
see her flark outline with its wro*ught metal ring 
'about the head, tialfway down was another 
metal ring ; Bambino’s head shdilld be in therfe. 

Both the hand -fasted pilgrims fell to their 
knees : Bellaroba crossed herself, and then hid 
her face with her left hand, Angioletto with his 
right. After a sifeiice, about the space of two 
Hail Mary’s, the youth looked resdlutely up at 
Madoaina, and began to speak to her. ' 

‘ Hdly and most glorious Virgin, Mother of 
God,’ said he, ‘ we, thy children, Haye sought thee 
first in this famous city of Ferrara, because we are 
sure that th/3u wilt love us even more than we 
love each other, and wilt be glad to share our 
secret. • We are going (o marry each other at 
this moment, Madoifna,^ and thou shalt be the 
priest. There can be none better, since thou 
hadst in thy womb for «many months the great 
Priest of all Christians, our sublime Redeemer. 
Now, behold, Madonna, how I wed this my wife, 
Bellaroba. With this ring, which was given me 
by a very great lady,’ and he took a ring from his 
breastf ‘ I wed my wife, placing it upon her finger 
in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of 
the Holy Ghost. I do not endow her with my 
worldly goo'ds, for thou knowest I* have none. I 
do not worship her with my body at this moment, 
but in the meantime I worship her unfeignedly 
with' my mind, just as I worship thee with my 
soul. It appears, therefore,* that I ehave wedded 
her enough. It is useless, most sacred Lady, to 
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ask her whether* she will honour and obey me, 
because of couTse she will, seeing that she loves 
me with all her good heart. ^ Such as we are — 
very young, quite poor, but much thy servants — 
thou*knowest whfcther thou canst be happy in this 
mating. 1 believe that thou canst. Now, there- 
fore, since she is mine, she shall say with' nfe 
three y^ves and a Paternoster, likewise the Credo, 
or so much of it as she caft remember. And, 
O Madonna* trust me to cherish her, and do 
thou intercede for ua> Per Christum Dominum 
nostrum — Amen.’ 

Bellaroba,.my wife, look at rye,’ he said, and 
the girl looked up wondering. took her 

happy face between his hands, and kissed her two 
eyes, her forehead, and her mquth. Then they 
said the appointed prayers, and rose to their feet 
to return ; nor did they fS’rget the candles, but 
purchased them at the door of an old lady, who 
had a basketful to sell. • 

Coming out of the church into the sun again, 
they encountered the scrutiny of Olimpia. Captain 
Mosca, slapping his booted leg, was holding the 
horse. 

‘ Where have you two children been said 
Olimpia. ‘Mischief in a corner, eh? You have 
missed the sight of Duke Borso and a gilded 
company.’ , 

‘ We have been saying our prayers to Madonna 
of the Greeks,’ said Bellaroba meekly. 

‘There are red flames in ‘your cheeks, child, 
and a ring on* your finger. Did you find those in 
the church ? ’ ' 
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‘.Madonna^ gave them to me, Olimpia.’ 

‘ So, so, so ! Do begin by robbing a 
shrine, pray ’ 

‘ Ah, Madama Olimpia,’ said Angioletto, ‘ we 
have only taken from the shrine what is our due.’ 

Not the least of the minstrel’s parts was that 
of speaking as though he had something weighty 
in reserve. Olimpia, though by nature dull, was 
also* sly. She had a suspicion about Angioletto 
now ; but a quick-shifting glance from one to 
the other of the pair before her revealed nothing 
but serenity in the boy, and little but soft happi- 
ness in the girh She^ opened her .lips to speak, 
snapped thepi to again, and turned to the Captain 
and affairs more urgent than the love-making of 
babies. It was t}\p hour of supper ; the question 
was of a lodging. Captain Mosca knew an inn 
— the Golden Sword— wl^ere decent entertainment 
could be had for the night. As no one could 
deny what nobody knew anything about, it was 
decided. They sought and found the Golden 
Sword, and put up with it, and in it. The supper 
party was, at least, merry, for Angioletto led it. 
He sang, he joked, made love, spent money, was 
wise, unwise, heedless, heedful. He charmed a 
grin at last into the very Captain’s long face. 
That warrior, indeed, went so far as to drink his 
health,, in wine of Verona. He arid his Olimpia 
— unhesitatingly his in the gaiety of the moment 
— drank it out of the same glass. ‘ Love and 
Ferfara ! ’ cried Captain Mosca, with a foot on the 
table. ‘ Love in Ferrara,’ said Angioletto, and 
stroked Bellaroba’s hair. So everything was very 
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friendly and -full of hope. At a late hour, and 
for excellent reasons, Olimpia kissed Bellaroba 
good-night, was* herself \issed by Angioletto,.and 
withdrew. Captain Mosca prayed vehemently foi^ 
further and bet<|et* acquaintance with his friend 
‘the divine poet,’ and his pretty mistress. So 
went Bellaroba’s marriage supper. 



IV 

‘why come ye NAT TO COVRTE?’ 

, Le donne e i cavalier, gfa afFanni e gli agi, 

Che ne invogliava amore e cortesia. 

The little house — discreet affair oY eaves modest 
as drooped'eyelids, of latticed windows, of wistaria 
before and a bower of willows behind — was found 
and furnished out of the girls’ store and the 
Captain’s credit. D'jnna Matura, a br6wn old 
woman, hideous, toothless, and inclined to swoon- 
ing, was installed as duenna. She was, indeed, 
owner of the house and furniture, for which 
Olimpia paid and the Captain promised to pay ; 
but that did not appear until much later. There 
was a great charm, not without a certain deal of 
luxury, in the place. Of course there was a 
garden — a bright green nest of flowering trees and 
shrubs ; in the middle was a grass plat ; in that, 
again, a bronze fountain, which had the form of 
three naked boys back to back, and an inscription 
to the effect that it had been set up by a certain 
Gahiotto Moro, in, the days ,of Marquess Lionel, 
‘ in honour of Saints Peter* and P^ul and of the 
Virgin Dei para,’ upon some special occasion of 
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family thanksgiving. , The weeping willows — 
themselves fountains of green — sptaycd over a 
stone seat. The wholeTiore signs of an hongur- 
able past; it was falling now* gently to a comely* 
decay ; but it ar^wered every purpose. All pro- 
mised well. So much Captain Mosca was given 
to understand ; yet it was hinted that his promises 
were not complete. ‘ My life and soul,’ cried he 
on his knees in the garden, ‘.the little affair ‘is a 
matter of three minutes.’ It proved to be a 
matter of more than three months, and was, then 
accomplished in another way and with other results 
than had been looked for. Thus it was. 

When Ang’ioletto had b(‘en assfired of the nest- 
ing of his mate, he dressed himself ,point-device 
and went to Court to deliver his credentials. He 
found the lady, upon whom so fhuch depended, at 
the ScTtifanoia. Madama Wonella d’Este, wife of 
the Count Guarino Guafini, was a fre^h-coloured, 
lusty young woman of ,three-and-twenty, not at 
all in love with her husband, but very much in 
love with love. The Captain of Lances had said 
truly when he shrugged her off as no beauty. 
Large-limbed she was, the shape of a boy, with a 
long mouth and small eyes, full-lipped, big fn foot 
and hand. Yet she was a very merry soul, frank 
if not free in her speech and gesture, and though 
liable to bursts* of angry temper, for the most part 
as innocent of malice as a tiger-cub. If you re- 
member her an Este, you will forgive her much, 
excuse her everything, and ratjier like her. 

Angiolettq, who fdund her sitting on the grass 
among her ladies, advanced with great ceremony 
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and many bows. Madama did not get up ; no 
one did ; so Angioletto had to step gingerly into 
a ring of roguish women to deliver his letter. 
Lionella scampered through it, reddening with 
pleasure ; she beckoned him with smiles to sit 
beside her. 

. ‘We are making rose -garlands to adorn our 
pretty heads,’ she said, laughing. ‘ Come and sit 
by me, Angioletto, and sing to us. Who knows 
but what, if you are good, we shall not crown you 
with one of them ? ’ 

It was a great merit of Angioletto’s that he 
always took things and men (especially women) 
as he found them. Such as they 'were he could 
be for the ’time. He was by no means waxen ; 
elastic rather. Down he plumped, accordingly, 
cross-legged by his newc mistress, and warbled a 
canzone to the viola vihich enchanted the kdy. 

‘ More, more, more ! ’ she cried, clapping her 
hands. ‘ Oh, boy, 1 could have you a prince 
for less than that ! What a throstle -pipe you 
have ! ’ 

It was, as he afterwards found out, of her 
habit to be for ever at extremes ; but just now, 
not knowing how to take her, he sang on all the 
better for her praise ; and he had her next wrig- 
gling in an ecstasy over a trifle he made up on 
the spur of<. the moment — a snatch wherein roses 
and a girl’s face (Bellaroba’s, be sure) took turns 
to be dominant. At the end of this pretty piece 
the iCountess Lionella fairly took his own face 
between her hands, crumpled his lips into a bud 
and kissed them full. Angioletto coloured, though 
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no one else did. « It was evidently quite harmless, 
•and afterwards he was asjjamed of his shame. 

As it was, a diversion of a different order broke 
in upon the next song which, so soon as he had 
picked up his nerv;e', he adventured. One of the 
Maids of Honour looked quickly over her shoulder, 
and ‘ Hist, Kladama ! The Duke ! ’ she said, with 
wide eyes and a blush. 

The song ceased ; the> whole company, Lionella 
included, scrambled to their feet. Duke Borso, 
his portly body swaying like a carriage on springs, 
hi^ hands behind him, and attended by a tall young 
marv, very splendid and very blond^, came across 
the grass towards them. Angioletto .could not 
decide whether to think him rogue or prude. His 
puckered face twitched, his ey^s twitched, his 
pursed-^ lips worked together ; it was again as 
if he w^e struggling with^^a faugh. He wore his 
tall square cap well off his forehead, and looked 
what he really was — a strong man tired, but not 
yet tired out, of kindness. The benevolence 
seemed inborn, seemed fighting through every 
seam of the pompous face. ‘ Madonna ! his 
generous motions work him into creases, as if he 
were volcanic soil,’ thought Angioletto. Watching 
him narrowly as he came, he decided that this was 
a master to be loved if not admired, respected but 
not feared. ‘ I : 5 hould get the worst of a bout 
with him,’ thought he ; ‘ but I had rather it were 
with him than with Apollo.’ That title was jusjt, 
as the reflection shrewd Teofilc*Calcagnini would 
have made a terr<ible tutdr to Master Phaeton. 

Duke Borso bowed shortly to the standing 
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maids, and favoured AngiolettO' with a keen eye 
before he set a hand oi) his daughter’s shoulder.' 
She looked a pleased welcome as he began to stroke 
her hair. ‘ Ah, they love the man,’ thought 
Angioletto ; ‘ good ! ’ ' , 

‘ Why, chick,’ said Duke Borso, ‘ you are like 
4 cage of singing-birds scared by the cat.’ 

‘ Your Grace shall judge whether we are too 
scared to sing,’ 'replied , his laughing daughter. 

‘ Come,’ she added, turning to Angioletto, ‘ tune 
your viol and pipe to it again, my little poet.’ 

The Duke made a wry mouth. ‘ Hey, I haye 
no ear for mu^ic, my dear,’ said ^le. 

Angioletto was ready for him. ‘ If your Mag- 
nificence will permit,’ he said, ‘ I will take care not 
t<f offend his hoijiourable ear. I will say my piece, 
with fio more music thrfn will serve to tie word to 
word. May it be ‘‘so, Magnificence ? " iTave I 
liberty, Madama ’ He bowed, smiling, from one 
to the other of the great people. 

He was a very courtly and charming little 
person, this Tuscan youth. Above all, he had a 
ready address. So bright and strong, and yet so 
deferential did he look, pleading his cause among 
them, Lionella could have kissed him again for 
nothing more than his dexterity. 

‘ Ah, you shall do whatever you like, Angio- 
letto ! ’ she cried. 

Borso’s eyes twinkled, and he primmed his lips. 
‘ I do not go so far as Madama, Master Angio- 
fetto, but I shall .be pleased to hear what you are 
pleased to give me.’ Hfc fell into an attitude of 
profound attention. 
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Angioletto,. h?ving tjowed once more, began. 

It so happened that Lorenzo de* Medici, that 
monster of genii»s, had not long printed hi,s CcKcia 
col falcone. Angioletto had it*by heart against his 
need*; using it now he could never have made a 
better choice — as, indeed, he guessed. It was as 
good as a play to watch Borso’s wary eyes at the 
commencement of this piece, and to see them drop 
their fence as the declanjation liv^ent on. Loreftzo 
begins with a pretty description of the dawn on 
Tuscan hilltops — 

Era gia rosso tutto Toriente, 

• E le cfcme dc' monti parien d^^o, etc. 

Borso, neither approving nor disapproving, kept 
his head disposed for more. At^ 

Quando fui desto da c#rti rumori 

Di buon sonagli ed*allettar di cani 

he began to blink ; with the quick direction to the 
huntsman — 


Deh, vanne innanzi, presto, Capellaio, 

he stifled a smile. But the calling of the hounds 
by their names broke down his guard. Angio- 
letto shrilled them out in a high boyish voice : — 

Chiama Tamburo, Pezuolo e Martello, 

La Foglia, la Castagna e la Guerrina, 

Fagiano, Fagianin, Rocca c Capello, 

E Friza, e Biondo, Bamboccio e Rossina, 

Ghiotto, la T6rja, Viola e*Pestello, 

E Sercihio e Fuse e^l mio Buonterapo vecchio, 
Zambraco, Buratel, Scaccio e Penneccliio . . . 
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Every muscle of the kean old ‘hunter was now 
quivering; h'ls eyes were bright, fhis smile open' 
and th^t of a child. To the kst word of the 
poem — and it has* length — he followed without 
breath the checks, the false casrt§, the bickering of 
the huntsmen, the petty incidents of a breezy 
rliorning in the marshes, nodding at every point, 
missing nothing, cracking his fingers, cheering 
under his breath,' ‘with delight undisguised and 
interest unalloyed. The moment it‘was ended he 
seenved prime for a burst of heedless comment ; 
but he stopped, shut his lips with a snap, at\d 
became the inscrutable ruler of a fief of the Empire 
once more. I^ut Angioletto knew that he had 
pleased him., for all that he walked off as he had 
come, without word or sign. 

had pleased evefy one. Homing to his 
nest in the Borgo, htf'caught his little Belfaroba in 
his arms v/ith a rapture none the less because it 
had been earned at a stretch. It was long before 
he could find time and breath to lead her into the 
garden and have the story out. Olimpia, coming 
down to look for them in the dusk, found that a 
seat for two would easily hold one more. It 
should be added of Angioletto that he suppressed 
the incident of the Countess Lionella’s salute. 

At supper there were evidences that, whatever 
hadjbeen Angioletto’s fate, all had not gone so 
well with the Captain of Lances. Not that 
appetite failed him ; indeed, he ate the more for 
taciturnity. Yet not repletion made him sigh, 
for he sighed consumedl^ before he began and 
rather less when he had finished, as though the 
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kindlier juices’ of our rfature had got to work to 
disperse the mfe|ancholk. Angioletto rallied him 
upon his gloom, but to no f>urpose. The rheal^ 
was a silent one ; ajmost the only conversation was 
that of the minstrel’s foot with Bellaroba’s under 
the table. • 

The truth was, that of conversation the Captain 
had had enough before supper — a very short 
colloquy with his Olimj^a. In it he was brought 
to confess that he had seen his patron that morn- 
ing. ‘ Well ? ’ had been Olimpia’s commeatiry — 
a shot which raked the Captain fore and aft. Well, 
he ‘desperately admitted, there was ;tothing actually 
arranged : patienza ! His most noble«master had 
been greatly harassed with affairs — the Duke’s 
approaching visit to Rome, the precise forms which 
must •bs observed, the piytctilios, the hundred 
niceties of etiquette : ‘ Ah, patienza ! ’ urged the 
sweating Mosca. 

Patience, she saw, was*the only wear ; but, per 
Bacco, he should learn it too ! She was in a high 
rage. The Captain was given to know that 
Ferrara was a great city, with more houses in 
it than one ; in fine, he was shown the ^oor. 
Supper first was an extreme and contemptuous 
condescension of Olimpia’s, urged by the thought 
that a fed Mysca might be a more, desperate 
Mosca, while a lean one would be desperate* only 
for a meal. 

A true relation of what passed in the Palazzo 
Guarini may serve to*stiow hot?^ just she had been. 
The Count had received news of his henchman’s 
attendaffice with a nod, had kept him waiting two 
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hours in the cortile^ then remembered him and bid, 
him upstairs. * 

^‘Wdl, dog/ said the young lord, from his 
dressing-table, ‘ and why the cjevil are you so late 
to report yourself ? * ^ 

^ ‘ Ah, Excellence, believe me •’ began to 

stutter the Captain. 

That is exactly what I will not do, my man. 
Who was that wench at yOur back yesterday } ’ 

The Captain rubbed his hands. , ‘ Excellence, 
a wench indeed ! A golden Venetian — glorious ! 
Dove-eyed, honey-tongued, and^very much yoiir 
lordship’s servant, I do assure you.* 

‘ You a?x-e so completely and at such length a 
fool, Mosca,’ said Count Guarini, with a yawn, 

‘ and strive so desperately to be rascal in spite of 
it, that I am almost fprry for you. Tie fttz these 
points, my good fellow, ‘get me my sword, and go 
to the devil with your golden Venetian.’ 

That, believe me, had been all. Therefore 
Captain Mosca, as he slunk out into the dark after 
supper in obedience to his inexorable Olimpia, felt 
that he must be more ingenious than he had sup- 
posed. At the same time it is only fair to say 
that when he had spoken so hopefully of his affair 
to the lady on the pillion he had believed every 
word of his own story. A man puts on spectacles 
to suit his complexion : the Captain’s was sanguine. 



V 

FORTUNE WITH THE DOUBLE BLADE 

Similcmentc agli splendor mondani 
Ordind general ministra c duca, 

Che penjiutassc a tempo li ben v§ni, 

Di gente in gentc, c d’uno in alfro sangue. 

Jnf. vii. 77. 

Angioletto had cause to beli«,ve in that star of 
his, f»r^it never wavered in the course it held. 
Borso’s court found him .much to its taste. The 
men, however tall, of looks however texTible, bent 
their height and unbent ^heir scowls to him ; he 
was the pet of all the women ; the very Fool, 
saturnine as he was (with a bite in every jest), had 
no gibe to put him to the blush withal. He made 
money, or money’s worth, as fast as friend|. A 
gold chain with a peregrine in enamel and jewels 
came to him by the hands of the Chamberlain ; 
nothing was sajd, but he knew it wag from the 
Duke. Countess Lionella could not reward him 
enough — now a jewel, now a gold cup, at one 
time a purse, at another a crystal phial filled :^^ith 
Jordan water. And*^o it weht, the star waxing 
ever. He ccmld have maintained the discreet 
house Ay Porta Angeli out of his earnings, and he 
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did ; but yoij have to pay ‘for your luck somehow, 
and it very soon happened that he tould not main- 
tain himself in it.^ He was only too popular. 
The Count Guarino wanted him at the Palazzo 
Guarini ; the Countess insisted that he should 
remain in bond at the Schifanoia ; ,the august 
couple wrangled publicly over his little body. 

‘ What, madam,’ cried the Count, ‘ is it not 
enough that you absent yourself from my house ? 
Must you keep my friends out of it also ? ’ 

‘ He was accredited to ,me, my lord,’ said the 
lady ; ‘ to me, therefore, he shall come.’ 

‘ Good madam,’ returned Guarini, ‘ I admire 
your taste ;as a man, but deplore it as a husband. 
I think the ‘little poet will do better with me.’ 

‘ Stuff ! ’ cried, the Countess, ‘ I might be his 
mother.’ ' ^ , 

Said the Count : Madam, I need not deny 
it ; yet it "is very evident that you are not his 
mother.’ He spoke wit*h some heat. 

Lionella was mightily amused. ‘ Jealousy, my 
lord ? ’ She arched her fine brows. 

‘ I don’t know the word, madam,’ he answered 
her, touched on a raw. Jealousy appeared to him 
as the most vulgar of the vices. 

‘ Prove that to me ! ’ the Countess pursued him. 
Guarini made her a bow. 

‘ Perfectly, Contessa,’ said he. ‘ You shall 
have your poet and he shall be my friend.’ 
Wljerein the Count showed that to be a gentleman 
itTuay sometimes be necessary to appear a fool. 

The matter was thus settled, and Angioletto 
ravished from his nest. 
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His last night at horfle — a casa, a§ he loved to 
call it — need not be dwelt upon. Bitter-sweet it 
was, yet his courage made if more sweet than 
bitter. Bellaroba was tearful, clung to him, kissed 
and murmured incoherently because of sobbing. 
He loved her more than ever for that, but as 
became a prudent husband, thought to say a worSl 
in season. ^ ^ 

‘ My dear,’ he said m her ear, as he held her 
close, ‘ you are very young to be a wife, and too 
young to be properly.left alone with sucl\ com- 
panions as your Olimpia, whom I distrust, and 
Mdnna Matura^ whom I abhor, .But what can I 
do ? I must make our fortunes, and pray to God 
that your beauty do not mar them. Follow my 
advice, my injunctions even, and it will not. Keep 
much •at. home, go not al^road utiattended or 
uncovered. Your hooded. head makes you surpass- 
ingly beautiful ; you need not fear to 'ue a figure 
of fun. At the same tim^ it shields most of your 
sacred person from profane eyes. The great shield 
of all, however, is to have business before you 
when you are from house. Go briskly about this 
— whether it be market, mass, or mischief — and 
no one will look at you twice. At home it should 
be the same. There may be visitors ; if Monna 
Olimpia can contrive it, there will ^e a good 
many. You may judge of their quality by her 
anxiety to receive them. Be guarded, then, my 
dear, and go by contraries. They will not 0 nd 
the pattern of the c^jpet so Interesting as you 
should do. Give them prose for their poetry, 
vinegaj^for their sweet wine, bitter herbs when 
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they look to, you for cane of sugir. Keep your 
honeycomb for him who is trying to earn it. 
Think where I api going, my Bellaroba ! To 
what temptations, blessed Lord ! to what askings, 
to what suggestion of wanton dealing ! Remem- 
ber that in all this I shall have youK. honour to 
keep, as you have mine. Say a great many 
prayers, my little heart, for the welfare of my 
soul and of yours ; lock your door at night ; let 
Monna Matura go with you to iVlass and con- 
fession ; and — and — oh ! my wife, my little wife, 
but I love not the leaving of you ! ’ And so 
these poor children cried on each ..other’s breasts, 
and so fell to the unspoken tongue of Love’s 
elect. Next morning he went early, leaving her 
kissed in bed. , 

He saw her once again, spent a. most blissful 
two hours in her cofnpany, before the Countess 
Lionella took it into her head to shelter from the 
summer heats in a villa •she had above Monselice. 
Thither Angioletto was forced to go in her train. 
He found it intolerable, went with a heart of 
lead ; for so cheerful a soul he was what he 
looked, parched and wan. This lasted a week. 
Then came a paper, scrawled with brown ink 
marks, which, after much study, he took to imply — 

‘My love Angileto, 

‘ I love you more every day. I- cry a 
gobd deal for lack of you. I kiss you two hun- 
dred times, and wifi be good* and happy, 

‘Vourdudful 

‘ BELARtisJlA.’ 
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This revived him aiflazingly : he .went singing 
about the gardehs whiciv hung upon the side of the 
grey hill, and composed a pastoral comedy to* be 
acted by the Countess’s ladies in the Temple grove.' 

Lionella very op*enly and without afterthought 
made love to him. He was a charming little lad, 
it is true ; but quite apart from that, he was th*e 
only male creature above seryant rank in the 
household. I describe ‘him so because I cannot 
bring myself to call him a man ; but he was quite 
man enough for the lady’s intent. It is a siifpris- 
ifig instance of the tact there was innate in the 
yoftth that he checked every undug* liberty on the 
part of his mistress without endangerii^ her self- 
respect or his own high favour. Perhaps he 
allowed matters to go a little teo far. His were 
times artless Art ancf of franchise — immoral, 
yet mainly innocent. Children call each other pet 
names, hold hands, kiss, and no one is hurt. So 
it was in Ferrara when Botso ruled it. Prateriere 
Borsii tempora ! True enough. There were 
those who saw that tuneful time in the shaping ; 
we, alas ! look down on the splintered shards. 
But we know that if Assyrian balm was evjr for 
the world’s chaffer it was in the days of Borso, 
the good Duke. 

Angioletto Ipved his Bellaroba wifh all his 
heart : no debonair Lionella could decoy hhn to 
be urftrue. But he was debonair himself, of high 
courage, and mettlesome ; and he may have gone 
a little too far. He now ’become her confi- 

dant, secretary,* bosom-friend. Whence came the 
shock tt/f crisis. 
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One morijing Lionella tailed forliim in a hurry. 
He found her, an amus^'d frowli on her broad 
brdws, pacing the ferrace walk, 'holding an open 
letter in her hand. The moment he came in 
sight the Countess ran towards him, drew his arm , 
in hers, and began to speak very fast. * 

‘ My dear boy,’ she said, ‘ I am in a fix. You 
shall advise me how to act, the more willingly I 
hope, as you are in a sens* the contriver of all the 
mischief. You know the Count my husband well 
enough to agree with me that he is a man of 
gallantry. He has proved it, for it is plain that 
he would never have jeft me (to m.y great content) 
to go my own gait unless it had been worth his 
while. I (fo him perfect justice, I believe. He 
has never thwarted me, nor frowned, nor raised an 
eyebrow at an act or motion of mine. Never but 
once, and that was wllen I proposed to take you 
into my service. Don’t blush, Angioletto, it is 
quite true. He then faised, not his eyebrows — 
at least I think not — but some little objections. 

I said that I was old enough to be your mother — 
no, no, that also is true, my dear ! He answered, 
“No doubt ; but it is very evident that you are 
not his mother.” That again may be true, I sup- 
pose ? However, the affair ended in great good- 
humour on both sides, and here you are, as you 
see ! * But now the Count sends me this letter, in 
which he says — let me see — ah ! “ Your ladyship 

will, remember my not ungenerous conduct in the 
rnatter of the little poet, ^ Angioletto, on whose 
account you had certain benevolent dispositions to 
gratify” — neatly turned, is it not? “ I hTs^/e now 
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to propose to yon, turn^for turn, a like favour to 
•myself, which ^ that you shall take into your 
service a young ^gentlewoman of Venice, whc^ is 
but newly come to Ferrara”- — AVhat is the*matter, < 
Angioletto ? You .put me out. Where was I ? 
Oh yes — “She is* respectably bred, very modest, 
very diligent, very pious, moderately handsome.’.’ 
— My dear boy, if you want to sit down, by all 
means say so. We will sit together here. — “ The 
name she goes by with those who know her is 
Bellaroba.” — ►Bellaroba, indeed! Well — “I am 
very sure that you will have no reason to*regret 
my^ excellent choice on your behalf ; and it is the 
more timely because 1 learn from •Fazio that one 
of your women has fallen sick of the §mall-pox” 
— and so on. The Count is occasionally sublime. 

I like particularly the list of fhe young lady’s 
qualifications ^nd the referop^ice to his own kind- 
ness to myself. Now, wlfat am I to say ? I see 
you are puzzled. Well, j^will give you time.’ 

What Angioletto himself was to say is more 
to the purpose. I think it much to his credit 
that his first ascertainable emotion after the buffet 
of assault was one of wildest exultation at the 
prospect. It shows that he had never for a 
moment distrusted the meek little partner of his 
fortunes. Whisps of such doubt did afterwards 
float across his* pretty morning pictui^, but he 
put them away at once. Next came worldly 
wisdom. True Tuscan that he was, his instinct 
was to decline perilous raptur^ if waiting mi^bt 
bring it on easy terms. For a long time he 
weighed^instant*joy against policy. Finally, as he 
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was more Italian than Tuscan, and. more boy than 
either, he decided to jump th<;^ danger. The 
vi^on of Bellaroba shy 'in thev, rose-garden, of 
himself crowning her soft hair, bending over her, 
kissing her upturned face ; of the Countess behind 
one thicket looking for him, and the Count behind 
another looking for Bellaroba — it wa*s too much 
to resist ! 

' ‘ Madama,’ he . said, ‘ it is hardly for me to 
advise in such delicate matters. I should not, by 
right, dare say what I am about to say upon your 
invitation. Yet if I were his nobility. Count 
Guarino Guarini, not the least of my pleasant 
moments would be that in which ' I could say, “ I 
have a noqle lady to wife, for she honours me as 
I have honoured her.” ’ 

That was a vfry dexterous remark, vastly pleas- 
ing to the Countess. She kissed th£. speaker then 
and there,, wrote her let'ter hot-head, talked about 
it all that day, and vjprked herself into such a 
fever of curiosity that she cut short her villeg- 
giatura by six weeks, so as the sooner to see the 
girl who could inspire her with such admirable 
ideas of her own magnanimity. She even grew 
quite enthusiastic upon her husband’s account, 
almost sentimental about him. This much the 
wily Angioletto (who did not study character for 
nothing) had allowed for in his calculations. 

It is by no means certain that the Countess 
w?s as wise as her guide. The facts which in- 
duced the letter w,^re these. , Guarini had chanced 
upon an early mass at Sau Cristoforo and Bella- 
roba kneeling at her prayers. She, all un^nscious 
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of any presence but hep own and her Saviour’s, 
was looking u{\ to the Mother who had made 
Him so, dim-e)^d, and smiling rather tendei;Iy. 
Her lips framed petitions for the coming Home of, 
Angioletto. She had hooded her head as he com- 
manded, and it became her as he had foreseen. 
With her added cares of wifely duty this gave a 
sober look to her untameable childish bloom ; 
she was almost a business-like, beauty now. To 
Guarino the -pathetic appealed more nearly ; to 
him she seemed a pretty nun, a wood-bird caged. 
He never took his eyds off her — she caught him 
in ^ soft mood and ravished him. A little saint 
in bud, he swo’re; a wholesome, ’’domestic little 
household goddess, meek and very ,'pure, who 
would carry home her beauties unaware and oil 
the touzled heads of half a doien brothers and 
sisters! •Hotfleliness is neither Italian word nor 
virtue ; but just as it de'scribes Bellarpba, so an 
inkling of its charm thriljed the young lord who 
saw her. Could one cage such a gossamer thing ? 
Fate had done it, why not he ? At least he 
could not lose sight of her. He tracked her to 
the house under the wall, saw the door scrupu- 
lously shut upon her, wandered up and down the 
street for half an hour, returned a laggard to 
his palace — and yet had her full in vision. She 
possessed him 'until mass- time folio A^ing the 
same ^things happened. Guarino was hit hard; 
he took certain steps and got information wbjch 
tallied with his better instinct^. It guided hlso 
his subsequent efforts? for obviously the more 
direct rgmedies would not meet his case. There- 
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fore, he wrote to the Countess, as .you have seen. 
Her reply dtjlighted him, and thp rest was very 
ea^y. Borso signed the' order of appointment, 
.boggling only at her name. ‘ Buonaroba I know,’ 
said he. ‘What am I to think of Bellaroba, 
Guarino ? ’ 

< ‘ Your Grace shall be pleased to think that his 
daughter has chosen her for her own person,’ said 
the Count. 

‘ Hum,’ said Borso, and signed the parchment. 

Then came another scrawl for ‘ my love Angi- 
lotto,’'in which the miraculous news was told. 

‘ Olimpia took it ^ery ill,’ she Ivrote, ‘ but the 
Signor Cap'itano talked her happier — at least, he 
stayed a long time. I hope you will think it all 
for the best. I afn very., good, and kiss you many 
times, ' . ► 

‘ Your 

‘ BtLAROBBA.’ 

Olimpia had indeed been very cross, as Captain 
Mosca would have testified. She had not, at any 
rate, talked /iim any happier: that he would have 
upheld with an oath. The experienced man knew 
the whip of sleet on his bare skin ; but this was 
worse than any winter campaign ; it left him 
dumb and-without the little ease «which shivering 
gives you. It had not been a question so much 
of .talking as of keeping his feet. Olimpia, when 
the news came, had raged like a shrieking wind 
about the narrow house: ‘ My dearest *life ! 
Soul of my soul ! ’ was all the Captain had to fend 
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the blast. It. was no ^ time for endearments — 
Olimpia raved l^erself still. Tears, floods of them, 
followed, whereby: the ^Captain melted ajso and 
wept. He did foolishly. Demoniac gusts of 
laughing caught and flung him to the rafters, chill 
rages froze him v^here he fell. He lost his little 
store of wif, sagged like a broken sunflower, and 
was finally pelted from the door by a storm of 
Venetian curses, in which all his ancestors, him- 
self, and any descendants he might dare to have, 
were heavily* involved. Bellaroba, trembling in 
her bed, heard him *go with a sinking ’heart. 
‘ Olimpia will come and murder me now,’ she said 
to herself. * ' ' 

But Olimpia slept long where she fell, and next 
morning decided to garner her rage. 


y 



VI 

1 

ENDS AND MEANS 


Amor che a null’ aniato amar perdona. 

Bellaroba, \v*ho pleased the Countess, for the 
same reasons, no doubt, did not please the Count. 
It is possible to be too demure, and very little 
good to have domestic charm if you shut the door 
upon the amateur. 'Lionella had never had so 
much of her lord’s society as during the month 
that followed her return to Ferrara. She did not 
complain of this ; on the contrary, the more the 
maid held off and the man pursued, the more 
Lionella was entertained. Angioletto, invited to 
share her sport, proved dull. She confessed to 
more than one of her women (including Bella- 
roba) that if she had not been very much in love 
with the poet she would have thought him a fool. 
Yoi^ see that she made no secret of her weakness. 
The fact is, she did not consider it a weakness ; 
whereby you have this remarkable position of 
arfairs at the Schifanoia, that Bellaroba was invited 
to be a student of her husband’s amours, and he 
of hers. Considering the state of thf^ir secret 

322 
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hearts this might havp led to matter of tragic 
concern if tljey had loved less it would have 
done so. As iv was, they were quite in^ifFeuent. 
Their hours were a series of* breathless escapades 
— romance at fevei* heat. Stolen meetings before 
dawn among the'dewy rose-bushes, chance touch- 
ings, chance kisses, embraces half tasted and looks 
often crossed — of such were their days at the 
Schifanoia. Meantime a coiled ladder watched 
out the sun from a myrtle thicket, of which and 
its works casne their happy nights. Then, gs she 
lay in his arms, the Maid of Honour vanished in 
th^ child who was so lovely because she so loved ; 
she could prattle, in the soft Venetian brogue, 
of boundless faith in her little lord, 'of her simple 
admiration of him and all he did, of her wonder 
and delight to be loved* She ’could tell him of 
what ’she coflld do, and o# how much she could 
never do, to please him and pay h'm honour. 
And Angioletto would ngd gravely at each point 
that she made, and kiss her now and then very 
softly to show her that he was perfectly satisfied. 
So soon as the first swallow twittered in the eaves, 
or the first pale line of light trembled at the 
casement, he had to fly. But he waited fti the 
rosery till she came tiptoe out ; and then the day’s 
alarms and the day’s delight began. Eh ! It was 
a royal month, a honeymoon indeed ! • , 

But it could not last — barely saw its round of 
eight-and-twenty days. Lionella was a lady bprn, 
as it were, in the piyple. Command sat lightly 
On her ; she had never* been disobeyed. She now 
grew querulous, exacting, suspicious, moody, some- 
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times petulant, sometimes . beseeching. 'It gave 
Angioletto thfc deuce’s own time now and then ; 
but fhe qiight yet have weathered* the rocks — for 
his tact was only eqdalled by his good temper — if 
the Countess had not precipitated matters. There 
came a day, and an hour of a day', whei\ she spoke 
to‘ him. She had spoken before ; her ambitions 
had always been verbal — but now they were literal, 
all the ‘t’s’ were 'crossed.^ That was a moment 
for Angioletto to take with quick brekth. 

He took it so. Instead of hinting'at his duty, 
or hers', he blundered out the fact that he did not 
love her. , • 

‘ Dog,’ cried the Countess, ‘ do you dare to tell 
me that ' 

‘ Madama, I do indeed,’ he answered sadly, for 
he saw'his house about his ears. 

Lionella checked h’crself ; she bit*' her 'lip, put 
her hands ostentatiously tehind her back. 

‘ You had better leaverthe house, Master Angio- 
letto,’ said she, dryly, ‘ before I go further and see 
to it.’ 

He bowed himself out. Then he sought his 
poor Bellaroba, found her in the garden, drew her 
aside Without trouble of a pretext, and told her the 
whole story. 

‘ My lovely dear,’ he said, ‘ I am a broken man. 
There has "been a terrible scene whh Madama, in 
which she got so much the worst of it that J was 
very, triumphantly ruined. You behold me decked 
with the ashes of r»y scorched prosperity. What 
is to be done with you.? Pbr I mu,st go.’ 

‘ Oh, Angioletto,’ cried Bellaroba, trembling 
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and catching at his treast, ‘wonit you — can’t 
you — ruin me jtoo? ‘Then we shall be h^ppy 
again.’ . * , 

IJe pressed he.^ to his heart. ‘Dearest dear,’ 
he said, half laugking, half sobbing, ‘ you are quite 
ruined enoligh. Stay as you are. I will see y®u 
every night. . What ! By the Mass, are you not 
my wife .^ ’ , , » 

‘ Of course I am, ‘Angioletto. But nobody 
thinks so — not even any priest.’ 

‘ Eh ! ’ .he cried, ‘•but that is all the* better. 
Only you and I . and Madonna the Virgin of the 
Greeks know "it. She ne\er bkbs secrets, and 
you dare not, and I can’t. So you Jfee it is well 
arranged.’ 

She loved him most all in* this gay humour, 
and pVovoked him to new fights. 

‘ But, you wild boy, hbw can you see me when 
you are ruined .^’ she asked, all her roses in flower 
at the fun of the thing. ‘ How can you be in the 
Schifanoia if you are thrust out of it ? ’ 

Angioletto, with a mysterious air, kissed her 
for answer. ‘ Leave that to me, my dear,’ he said. 
‘ Never have another of the maids to sleep with 
you, and lock your chamber door. Now I must 
go, because I am kicked out. Good-bye, my 
bride ; I shall see you long before another dawn.’ 

She let him go at last, and turned to her duties 
with less sighing than you would have supposed, 
and no tears at all. Her beljef in the wiscfom, 
leudacity and decisidi> of her Angioletto was 
absolute. She had never known him to fail. Yet 
if she cJianced to think of the towering Count 
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Guarini plying her with flowers imd sweetmeats, 
she shivered to remember Her citadel naked of all 
defences'. This made her feel homesick for her 
lover’s arms. Like a sensible ,^irl, therefore, she 
thought of the Count as little -as possible; still 
lees of another sinister apparition, tfiat of the 
obsequious Captain Mosca, craning .his lean neck 
roiKid the corners ©f her vision, grinning from ear 
to ear. 

Free of the Schifanoia (whose dust he was yet 
careful 'to keep upon his shoes for the sake of her 
it harboured), Angioletto walked briskly down 
the street, shaping his ‘course for the Borgo. He 
had been founding a plan even while he was 
announcing to Bellaroba that he had it cut and 
dried;- and now lie was, to execute it. True, it 
was a little extravagant, depended toe much, 
perhaps, upon other pebple’s estimations of him 
tallying with his own ; but you will have found 
out by this time that the youth was a realist. 
Ideas stood for things with him ; and, as he said, 
if he could not make them stand so to his auditory 
he was no poet. This was a heresy he could not 
allows even supposititiously. The idea was ex- 
cellent ; the thing, therefore, no less. Therefore 
he concluded that he should not fail of his plan. 

Be.yond'-the Porta Angeli, in Borso’s day, was to 
be found a huddle of tenements — fungus-growth 
upon the city wall — single-storied, single-roomed 
affairs, mostly the Ipdging. of^artificers in the lesser 
crafts. Among them all --there was but one of 
two floors, a substantial red-brick little hojise with 
a most grandiloquent chimney-stack. And very 
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rightiJy it was so, for *it belonged .to the Court 
chimney-sweep.* • 

On this eventful noon Sof Beppo, the sweep^ 
was sitting on his, doorstep in the sun, eating an 
onion, one of mjiny which reposed in a vinegar 
bath on Mis knees. He was quite black, save 
where a threg-days’ beard lent a gleam of snow 
to chaps and chin; being to9thless, he was^an 
indifferent performer wpon tfie onion. But his 
hearing was, as keen as his eyesight. He caught 
AngiolettQ’s vivacious, heeltaps upon the flag^, and 
fleered from burly brows at the smart little gentlc- 
m*an, cloaked, feathered, and gaud,y, who looked as 
suitable to his dusty surroundings as a red poppy 
to a rubbish heap. 

Angioletto, stopping ^before^him, took .off his 
scarlet cup with a flourish. ^ 

‘ Well, young stabbing blade,’ said Beppo, ‘ and 
who may you be ’ 

‘ Sir,’ replied the youtTi, ‘ I am a poet.’ Beppo 
rubbed his shooting chin with a noise like the 
scraping of nutmegs. 

‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ I’ll not deny that it’s a trade, 
and a lawful trade ; but for my part I .sweep 
noblemen’s chimneys and am proud of it. Shake 
hands, poet.’ 

They shool^ hands, with great cordiality on the 
poet’s part. * 

‘Sit down, poet,’ said Beppo. 

Angioletto sat on the doorstep beside him iv*ith- 
'out a word. * , * 

‘ Will you ‘have an onion, my friend the old 
fellow went on to ask. 
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‘Thank ypu, Sor Bepfio, but 1 have already 
dined. Let me rather talktto you While you finish 
youV meal.’ , ' 

‘ It is not so much a meal as a relish,’ said the 
sweep. ‘But talk away — we’irrjever quarrel over 
terms.’ • 

‘I hope not,’ Angioletto took him^up; ‘because 
I have done with poetising and have a mind to try 
your trade.’ 

Beppo, his mouth full of onion, paused in his 
bite tu.gape at this dapper^ page, who,^all scarlet 

and white as he was, talked after such a fashion. * 

' ^ ♦ 

‘How’ll that .he no^.? ’ he said. . ‘You’ve neVer 


come all thif way to crack a joke ’ 

‘Ah, never in the world, my friend,’ cried 
Angioletto. ‘ I am in earnest.’ 

‘ You may be as earnest as a friar jn thp pulpit, 
and yet pretty bad at chimney-work, young master. 
What do y6u know of it, pray ? ’ 

‘ Nothing at all,’ rephed Angioletto, as if that 
helped him. 

‘ Look at that now,’ cried the triumphant Sor 
Beppo. 

‘Pardon me. Master Beppo,’ said the youth, 
‘ you cannot look at it yet, but you very soon 
shall. Have you a chimney to hand ’ 

‘ Ah, I plight have that,’ the oj.d man agreed, 
with a chuckle which ended as a snort. ‘There 


might be a chimney in my house that’s not 'been 
swept for thirty year, having little time and less 
inclination to sweep ’em fpf nothing but glory.. 
But, happen there were such a piece* of work, what 
then ? ’ . 
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Angioletto pointed Into the hoi^se. ‘ Is that 
the chimney, B(*j3po ? ’ • 

Beppo nodded. ‘ That might be the ehimhey 
in question, my gentleman.’ * 

VO'ith a ‘ by yciur leave, Sor Beppo,’ Angioletto 
stepped delicately into the room. He threw down 
cloak and cap, unstrapped girdle and hanger, 
stripped off his doublet, and stood up in shirt 
and breeches. Beppo watched* him, all agape, too 
breathless to, chew. Before he could interfere — 

‘ By thq, Saints, but iie’s in ! ’ he cried, withrarms 
thrown u{* ‘ Eh, master, come you back, come 

ydu back ! ’ • , , • 

‘What do you want.?’ a muffled. voice came 
from the chimney. Beppo sawed the *air. 

‘ Don’t you play the fool wp there, my boy, 
don’t'yoji do.it ! That’s aj foul as the grave, that 
chimney is. I’ll have ye on my soul as long as I 
live, and I can ill afford it, for I’vt; a queasy 
conscience in my black shell.’ He seemed to be 
treading on pins. 

He was answered, ‘ We will talk of your con- 
science and its shell when I come back. Take off 
my shoes, will you ? ’ ^ 

A neat leg was pushed into the fireplace ; then 
another. Beppo did the office, meek as an acolyte. 
Then he sighec^ for the legs drew up 1;^e chimney 
and vanished in dust. * 

‘ There goes a lad of spirit to his gloomy end,’ 
murmured brokenly the sweep, as he looked at*the 
Jittle red shoes in hts.hand. I would not have 
had that come to pass for twenty gold ducats. 
But, Lo’rd ! who’d ’a thought it of a Court spark, 
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that he should be as good as his word ? Not I,, 
used to Courts as a maii«: may Be.’ He fell to 
scratching his head., * 

* ‘ Hey, hey ! ’ he cried, as there was a prodigious 

scuffling up the chimney. ‘ N6\y he strangles, now 
he strangles ! ’ A shower of soot c'ame down. 
B'eppo flacked about the room ; then two heavy 
objects fell. Beppo crept up. ‘ Mary Virgin, he’s 
killing birds,’ he said, in. an awed .whisper, and 
picked up two owls with wagging .heads. The 
recesses of the chimney v'ere still v^ry lively. 

‘ Eh, there he is again,’ said . the old sweep. 
‘’What now? ’• , Dowp came a rat>, squeaking for 
its life, then, three in succession, very silent because 
their necks ‘were wrung. ‘ This is better than a 
cat any day of the..seven,’ said Sor Beppo. ‘What 
a diamond of a poetj He should^ be ,crowned 
with laurel-twigs if I wore Duke Borso in all his 
glory. Being but Beppo the sweep, he shall be 
free of my mystery the ’moment he’s free of my 
chimney-stack.’ 

He could await Angioletto’s coming now with 
equal mind. The lad had approved himself. I 
leave ,you to judge of the welcome he got when, 
breathless, scratched, and sable as the night, he 
showed his white teeth at the door. Beppo, in 
fact, fell vreeping on his neck. ,By this simple 
devicd Angioletto was enabled to keep his word, 
and Bellaroba to find him black but comely. * 



TIIE CAPTAIN S TREADINGS 


While Angioletto and his Bellaroba dwelt in a 
paf-adise, none lihe less gloripus for* being as sooty 
as the darkness which veiled it, thp estate of 
Captain Mosca, that hungry swordsman, was most 
unhappy. Divorced from bed a/id board, cast off 
by his mjstre^, and not yet adopted by his master, 
the poor man felt dimly*aSout for supports, con- 
scious that his treadings had well nigh slipped. 
At such a time the geiTtle eyes of Bellaroba — 
nobody’s enemy — courted him, like a beam of 
firelight on a rain-scoured street, with a smiling 
invitation to share the peace within doors. He 
hung uneasily about the gateways in these^ days, 
cold -elbowed by the lacqueys, ignored by the 
higher sort, unseen by the quality ; he burnished 
the lintels witl\ his shoulder-blades, chewed many 
straws, counted the flagstones, knew the honrs by 
the ^gnals of his stomach. Then, if by hazard 
Bellaroba should come dancing by with a ‘ Gbod 
4norning, Signor C^pjtano,’ 5 ‘ s/a ? ’ 6r, 

prettier still, a* bright ^ Sta bene?' what wonder if 
the matT of rage humbled himself before the little 
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Maid of Honour ? What wonder, again, if she, 
out of the overflowings of her happiness, should 
giv(S him an alms ? ' 

• No wonder at all, but pity there should be ; for 
the Captain played an unworthy part. I suppose 
his standard was not very high. I know he was 
hungry ; I know that nothing degrades a man so 
low as degradation — since what he believes himself, 
thit he is ; but I find it hard to excuse him for 
draining Bellaroba of her little secrets. Judas that 
he was, he took her sop, ^nd then sojd her for 
thirty pieces of silver. 

The draining of a well so limpid was the easifcst 
thing in the world. She was too absurdly happy, 
too triumphant altogether in the successful craft of 
her brilliant little }prd, to be continent. She dealt 
in semi-transparent mystery with her manipulator 
from the moment he* had won her compassion. 
Her secret was none from the first, or it was like 
the secret which a child will tell you, all the louder 
for being said in your ear. 

‘ My dear little friend,’ said the smirking 
Captain, when he had it, ‘ what you tell me there 
is as wine in my blood. I declare it sets me sing- 
ing tunes.’ 

‘ Ah, but he is wonderful, my Angioletto,’ said 
she, and her eyes grew larger for the thought of 
him. ' 

‘ For a stripling of his inches he beats any cock 
that ever fought a main,’ Mosca declared ; ‘ blood 
of ^ Blood, but he does ! V.'^hat and if he did. 
square up to me — do I bear a grudge? Never, 
upon my body.’ * 
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‘You vill not-^you* would not — ah, tell Olimpia 
©f this, Signor Capitano ? ’ she hazarded. The 
Captain stroked .one ^e with the back of his 
finger. He looked pityingly aipon her with the 
other., , 

‘ Ah, my dear sc^ul,’ he said, sighing, ‘ could you 
think it of old Mosca ’ , 

Bellaroba hastened to disclaim. ‘ No, no, no, 
I did not think it, Signor Capitano. But for, a 
minute I had a little fear. Olimpia never loved 
Angibletto at«all, and I don’t think she loves me 
very much-»-now.’ • * 

* ‘ To be plain .with you, my lamb,’ said the 
Mosca, ‘she ha§ no such vasty le^^e for me. I 
have not set foot within her door sinct a certain 
day you may remember.’ 

The girl shivered. ‘ tf I remember it ! • Ah, 
Madonna* dell* Grazie, she had a devil that day ! ’ 

‘She had seven. I’m ‘sure of it,’ cried the 
Captain. ‘ So I leave you to judge how much of 
your story she may worm out of me.’ 

He so beamed upon her, kissed her hands with 
such a lofty stoop, that she felt ashamed of herself, 
and begged his pardon. 

This brought the Captain to his knees. * ‘ By 
the God who made the Jews,’ he swore, ‘ I leave 
not this raw flagstone till you have unsaid those 
words ! ’ 3 ^ 

In the end, after a prodigious fuss, he drifted 
away clown the corridor and left her to go abqpt 
her business. . ’ , 

• But he drifted not very far. He felt himself 
full of al£airs which were as meat and drink to his 
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spirit starved by neglect. ^ It was so grea«- a thing 
to have a pretext for approaching Count Guarini; 
That young lord had a Vay l^ke a keen-edged 
knife. 'You might* weave a whole vestment about 
your errand, fold upon fold of, ingenious surmise, 
argument pro, argument con Guarino Guarini 
would dart eyes upon you — slash ! he had rent 
your fabric and discovered you naked underneath, 
a J^ar ready for the, whip. Nor, to do him justice, 
did he ever fail to apply 'it. Truth was, indeed, 
the only key to Guarino’s chamber. • 

‘ Trtith, and timely truth; was what tiie Captain 
felt he had at last. With it he .braved the super- 
cilious doorkee'per ; with it he forded the fellow to 
lift his intoiprable eyelids. 

‘ By the powers of darkness, my friend,’ he 
said, f it will be bad day’s work for you if you 
deny me this time.’ ?o he won his udmicsidn and 
faced his master. * 

‘ Now, 'Mosca, your ^lie,’ said the Count, with 
his cold-steel delivery. Mosca did not stumble. 

‘ Master,’ he said, ‘ I can do you service.’ 

‘ Do it, then,’ whipped in the Count. 

‘ I can tell your Excellence why he succeeds no 
betteK with La Bellaroba.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ The Count was suspicious, but in- 
terested. 

‘ The little lady has a lover.’ 

‘ fiody of a dog ! ’ 

/ Body of Angioletto, Excellence.’ 

‘'Angioletto ? ^That spaniel ? How many 
more laps will he cradle in*.?' Cut his tongue outt 
my good fellow, and then come to fne ag%in.’ 
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^ Excgllence^ may f speak ? ’ 

‘ I suppose so. SpeaK.’ 

The Captain* waited* no further invitation, but 
told the whole story from the beginning. Guarlno 
thought upon it fof a moment. 

^ He will come to-night ? ' he asked. 

‘ Certain, Excellence.* , 

‘Then we. have him. You have done well, 
Mosca — it was time, my frienjl, for you are an 
expensive hack to keop at grass. Now listen. 
Tak^ Bellaroba away — command of the Contessa, 
of course.# Take hereto the little house uh the 
Borgo. Make a]! fast, and return here in time’ 
for the Steeple-Jack. Whers you diave him in the 
trap, run him through the body, raise the devil’s 
uproar, and denounce him to the patrol. Do you 
understand me ^ » 

‘ Perfectly^ Excellence.’ ^ 

‘ Take my purse from the table and off with 
you, then.’ 

Captain Mosca bowecl to the ground and 
backed out. 



VIII 

FIRST MIDNIGHT CONVERSATION 

• 

The Borgo of Borso’s day was, as you anight say, 
a sucker of the city of the Po, a* flowery crop of 
villas and garcfe^is ab®ut the city’^j root. There 
was the dist;reet house which Captain Mosca had 
once chosen for his Olimpia ; there also was that 
which Ouarino Guurini njaintained for his (or any) 
Bellaroba. It is probg^ble that ther® we»e many 
such houses in the Borgb ; it was a very pleasant 
place, heavy scented with lilac and hawthorn in 
the spring, drowsy all tfie summer through with 
rustling leaves and the murmur of innumerable 
bees. The place was quiet ; there was no traffic, 
no hint of the city bustle ; on the other hand, 
there v^as the notoriety which must always attach 
to any act done where no others are doing. Time, 
day-time especially, hangs heavy in the Borgo. 
One machinates in the face of manytgreen shutters, 
which' are not necessarily dead because they are 
shut. 

^This reasoning does not attack the sagacity of 
Count Guarini, for the only circumstance which^ 
could give it force was entirely unknowr^to him. 

336 
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He did not know* that the Borgo held Bellaroba’s 
friend, Olimpia, pr that it sheltered ufider the same 
roof Olimpia, the Captain’s enemy. He knew 
nothing of Bellaroba’s friends ‘and cared nothing^ 
for the Captain’s epemies. But, as a matter of 
history, th^ procoedings of Mosca upon that 
eventful day were of the greatest possible interest 
to Signorina Castaneve. Donna Matura, trust 
her, had not failed to report bis first appearance, 
stork-like, in the Borgo*. No subsequent voyage 
of his into those parts (and he made many) were 
lost upon Olimpia. Captain Mosca, honest man, 
ma^e a preposterous accomplice. H;s rusty cloak, 
the white of his observant eye, the* craning of his 
neck, the very angle of his sword — cocked up for 
frolic like a wren’s tail — spoke the profuse con- 
spirator. He spent mon»y liberally, seemeH to 
have plenty mfire, had his fiitger to his nose with 
every other word. He brought a troop^of under- 
lings ; a bevy of young women under his orders 
turned the little shuttered house out of doors — at 
every window carpets, curtains, hangings of all 
sorts, fluttered as if for a triumphal procession. 
Flowers came in stacks : ‘ H’m ! ’ said Olimpia, 

‘ there’s a woman in this.’ A couple of Ssses 
brought skins of wine : ‘ That will be wash for 
the lean hog himself,’ she added. From that time 
forth she never left her shutter. To make he»self 
the more sure she gave orders to Donna Matura 
to close all the shutters alike. Captain Mosca, pn 
one of his returns to t|je Borgo^ looked up at the 
blifid green eyes of his ft)rmer haven and, chuck- 
ling, rubbed his liands. This artless outlet to his 

z 
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feelings was interpreted , for what it was worth 
behind the shutter. , 

f By ;six of the evening Ivlosca« seeing Olimpia’s 
house still keep a' dead face, threw off the last 
remnant of his cares and ba<^ himself be merry. 
‘ My handsome friend is either asle^ep or on a 
journey, it appears,’ he said to himself. ‘ That, on 
the whole, is well. I cannot think she would be 
pleased at the advent of little Bellaroba riding 
pillion to me. Still less would the honour about 
to be paid the young lady afford her any gratifica- 
tion. * Least of all would* her observ^ions on the 
subject tend to clear the air. • No, no. Every- 
thing is for this best*, it seems, and the world still 
a tolerable place. Now for my little wood-bird.’ 
He paid and dismissed his workpeople, then rode 
off Himself to fe?ch Bellaroba. And Olimpia, from 
her shutter, watched'him go. • « 

There, was no trouble on the child’s score. 
The Countess was awa,y ; a feigned message from 
her was enough. Had she been at home and in a 
good huTnour, she would have accorded a real one, 
no doubt ; so the deceit was quite harmless. 
Bellaroba demurred a little that she could not in 
person warn Angioletto, but the Captain begged 
her to have no fears. Time pressed ; it was 
evident the Countess’s service was urgent. Yet 
the. Captain swore by all that he held sacred — to 
be sure no great things, but Bellaroba could not 
kpow that — to deliver her message to the lad with 
‘ his own hand. For,’ said he, and confirmed it 
with an oath, ‘ if I don’v see him this very ni^ht 
it will be a pity : ’ words whicR werew afterwards 
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thought-to have*been prophetic by the curious in 
such matters, ^o Bellaroba entrusted him with 
her scrawl to ‘ My love*Angilotto/ and the .Captain 
ehewed and swallowed it when She was not looking.^ 
Then, he lifted her .Jo his horse and rode with her 
into the g^een sheltered Borgo, just as it was 
settling into twilight. And Olimpia, from hdlr 
shutter, saw them come. 

I spare you the picture of her fury : it was ntjt 
seemly, for all it was very white and still. The 
sight of a hafidsome girl shuddering in a cold^tare 
under the 'grip of an* evil spirit can never be 
plq^sant ; and where the experienced Donna Matura 
shrank from wKat she saw 5nd h&ard it becomes 
not me to tread. Donna Matura was of her 
country, that cheerful laughing Midland of the 
Po, and neither felt the V«netian*throb of ple’asure 
nor conceived the excess* of Venetian pain. 
Extremes touch on the Lagoon. Donjia Matura 
saw her gold-haired mistress white and drawn, 
saw her witless shaking, saw her tear and rend 
herself, heard her jerked words of loathing, blas- 
phemy, and obscene defiance — and fairly fled the 
house. ‘ For,’ as she said, ‘ if words of man or 
woman could bring the rafters about our eafs, or 
open a pit to send us lightly whither we all must 
go who have heard them, those words which 
Madam 01impia*spat about her must suftly d® it.’ 
So much she confessed to afterwards, but no more ; 
for she stayed nothing more. , • 

Olimpia may have Jeaned twisting against her 
wS.ll for about an houf, mouthing insane babble 
from her iilued lips. It was at least quite dark 
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when she came to herselfj lit thfe lamp, i.nped the 
cold beads ft^om her forehead, smcy^thed and bound 
her hair. She was not herself, nor looked to be 
•so ; she had a face ‘completely colourless, lips like 
grey mould, and burning bl;tck eyes. But her 
hand was steady ; she hardly winked her breath, 
which came through her nose, was even, though it 
whistled rather sharply. Whatever* she was about 
—and she seemed' to be acting a part — she did 
with extraordinary care, down to the changing of 
her crimson dress for a dark greeh one. The 
former had been loose and clinging, made pf 
velvet ; the dark green was of cloth, fitted her 
close and,^ as s'he ascertained by a few gestures, 
gave free play to her arms. She knocked off her 
heeled Venetian shoes, whose clatter was familiar 
to the house, ancf bound on flat-soled sandals in- 
stead. Over her Kfe^d she had* a black lace 
scarf, on her hands leather gauntlets. Lastly, she 
took from a press a long, double-edged knife, felt 
its temper, and stuck it inside her stocking, under 
the garter. She made a final hasty sweep of the 
room with her unquiet eyes as she went out of it. 

The door of the house she knocked upon was 
opefled by a page, who asked her business. 

‘ Mosca, Captain Mosca is my business,’ said 
she in a whisper. 

‘•The *Signor Capitano is occ'upied, madonna,’ 
replied the boy. , 

*r‘Iknow it, I know it,’ she answered. ‘But 
'my business is the lady’s business also. I must 
see them both — and at once. Let me pass.’ 

The page vowed and swore by all the company 
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of Heaven thaf those w6re her actual words. He 
’was put to the tt)rture and cried in the most heart- 
rending manner f but he held to it, so long as* he 
could hold to anything, that the visitor had saicf 
‘ her business was tf(e other lady’s business.’ What 
a further applicatibn of the question might hayp 
brought we cannot tell, since he fainted before it 
could be tried. ‘ The boy Gasparo appeared to 
take no further interest, in the’ elucidation of t^e 
truth,’ reported the judges, ‘ and we recommend 
that he be^chastjsed fo/- contumacy.’ He wis, at 
any rate, no witness of the scene which followed' 
Olimpia’s entry, * There wjis thg-t about her, a 
subdued haste, a deliberation, a kind of intensity 
got by rote, which fascinated the youngster and 
left him staring in the hall. * 

Olimpia walked across* it alone, went straight 
to a door at the bottom .on the right-hand side, 
turned the handle, and entered. There was a 
table spread with suppdt- ; there was Captain 
Mosca seated at it eating a peach from his wine- 
glass ; there was Bellaroba, flushed and marred 
with tears, leaning against the further wall. She 
gave a little gasp of fear when she saw wh^t the 
doorway framed ; after that she followed Olimpia 
about the room with the same incurable fascination 
which the page-boy had felt. Olimpi^ shut the 
door as softly as she had opened it, and as softly 
shot the bolt. 

Then it seemed that Mosca felt her presertc*e^ 
fqi* he turned, saw, apfl jumped up with a cry 
mingled of fear and rage. It was found out after- 
wards that he was unarmed. This will explain 
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his alarm, pisastrous hdiiesty ! His sword wa^ 
upstairs in the bed. « *' 

'Thdre followed, a most curfous scene. The 
Captain stood up by the table and dogged Olimpia 
with his narrow eyes. Wh6n she advanced he 
^>acked, when she stopped he* stopped. In this 
manner, eyeing each other without a blink, they 
made the round of the table. Beflaroba cowered 
by the wall ; pursued and pursuer brushed against 
her in turn. She shivered and moaned a little at 
every <touch ; but they wer,e too intent, upon their 
game to know that she was there. In the second 
round, Mosca, jvho was again close to her, reached 
out his hand for a knife from the table. Quick 
as thought Olimpia was at him, reached across and 
drove her knife through his hand into the wood. 
Mosca howled, but h|g /ear by now, was. such that 
he must be free to cun as before, though he 
maimed himself. He tore his hand away and left 
Olimpia holding a fixed blade. She wrenched it 
out and made a pounce. The miserable Mosca 
turned to Bellaroba. He laid what he had left of 
hands upon her shoulders ; he pulled her from the 
wall ; he set her before him and hugged her 
close to his breast. Thus he made her back a 
shield against the long knife, and with her he 
fenced anfl held off his enemy fpr minutes more. 
Olimpia, horribly busy, scorched the girl’s neck 
with her breath — but she never made to hurt her. 

" 'Then came the end. Olimpia made a lunge at 
his right side. 'Fhe Captain hugged Bellaroba 
there. At the next moment the long knife was 
below his left arm, buried to the hilt, and defender 
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and defRice rcJlled hea\»ily to the floor. Olimpia 
walked to the* table ^and helped Herself to the 
Captain’s Val Piflicella. • • 

The watch (whom the page had roused aftef 
MosCa’s first cry) ‘broke in by the window, dis- 
entangled •Bellar<Aa, bound the hands of both 
prisoners behind their backs, and marched thehi 
and the boy ‘off to the Castle. Count Guarini, 
coming in an hour later, fofind his murdet^d 
lieutenant for his only guest. 



IX 

SECOND MIDNIGH'I* CONVERSATION 

1 N tfiat same night of minerand ccjunter*mine Duke 
'Borso, who had broken up the circle early ]Dy 
reason of his t<!»othache, went wandering the long 
corridors of, the Schifanoia under the sting of his 
scourge. He found his spacious pleasure-house 
valueless against \hat particular annoy, but (as 
always) he was the more whimsical ia: his«afflfction. 
Nothing works your gehuine man of humour so 
nearly as himself. The^ sight of his own image, 
puffed and blinking in nightcap, bedgown and 
slippers, when he came upon it in a long mirror, 
set him chuckling. He paused before the absurd 
epitome to apostrophise, wagged a finger at it, 
and got wag for wag. ‘ We might be two drolls 
in a pantomime ! ’ said he to his double. ‘ Your 
arm, gossip ’ : he crooked an elbow. ‘ It seems,’ 
he continued, ‘ that we are both sufferers, my 
poor fellow ! Magnificence goes drooping ; a 
swpllen estate does not forbid a jowl of the same 
projJortions ; and g^ve me leave to tell you, brother, 
that we have each of us •been better dressed ifi 
our day. Fie ! what a pair of qifills beJow your 

344 
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gown ;*and whal a sorsy diadem to stand for two 
duchies and % marguessate of lin certain age ! 
Duke and my •brother, if we were to ,be s^ied 
upon by any of our Court jifst now, what sort (»f 
a reverence should we get, think you ? Eh, you 
rogue, as*much as we deserve ! I will tell you, 
good Borso, my own poor opinion of these things. 
A Duke who cannot be ducal in his shirt, a Pope 
who is but an afflicted biped between the blankets, 
is t)p Duke at all, is a Tope by toleration. There 
should be some such test at every crowning of our 
^ort. Souse a* Bishop in his bath before you l^t 
him warm his ch^ir ; cry “ Fire ! ” on the stairs of 
the Vatican and watch your Ponfiff-elect scudding 
over the Piazza in his sark, before the Conclave 
sing Veni Creator. Judge of your Emperor with 
a s\^ollen nose, blacken •your Dukes in the eye : 
if they*remVin Dukes arfd Emperors you may 
safely obey them. They are men, Bqtso, they are 
men ! Yes, you spindle^-shanked rascal, you may 
well wince. Do you ponder how you would stand 
assay So do I ponder it, brother, and doubt 
horribly.’ He clapped his hand to his face. 
‘ Steady now, steady, here comes another bout. 
Ah, Madonna of the Este — but this is a shrewd 
twinge ! Fare you well, brother Fat-chops. I 
must walk this devil out of me.’ He waved a 
hand to his •brother of the looking-glass and 
slippered away, groaning and sniggering to himself. 
So he walked and was philosophical till two (jf*the 
^morning. At that .hour he* was ready to drop 
with fatigue ; but his^pains had left him. ‘ I will 
sleep, \fy the grace of Heaven,’ he said. He 
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plumped down in the embrasure' of a door, pre- 
pared to follow his humour : thr door yielded 
and, he yvith it. ‘ Who am I to #outrage a lady’s 
ohamber.?’ he muttered, half asleep. ‘To be' 
sure she seems to invite me. .Let us look at* this 
complaisant sleeper.’ He wenl> into i'he room. 
A'glimmering lamp burned before a shrine, enougE 
to show him to a decent four-post* bed, empty. 

‘ By the great god* Pan ! ’ cried Borso, ‘ my luck 
holds. Courage ! I am n'ot a Duke for notlyng, 
then.’. He shut and bolted the door, 'slipped into 
^he beef and was asleep in t'hree minut&. It was 
twenty minutes after two. * . 

At the stroke of three, with a scarcely per- 
ceptible rus'tling, Angioletto slipped down the 
chimney and stepped into the room. He carefully 
brushed himself with a brush which hung by the 
hearth. The chimney’ was by nov? thbroughly 
clean, however. He next washed his face and 
hands, undressed, and crept softly to the bed. 
Very quietly he inserted himself between the sheets, 
very softly kissed the shoulder of the sleeper ; 
very soon he was as sound as his bedfellow. 

The Duke awoke, as his habit was, with the 
first light, and saw the curly head on the pillow 
beside him. He whistled softly to himself 

‘ Now, by the tears of the Virgin,’ said he, 
‘ how did this lady come in ? It vVould be as well 
to know it, since plainly I must go out.’ H^ sat 
up^n bed, clasped his knees, and frowned a little. 
‘.It is clean against the traditipns of my house,’ he 
ruminated, ‘ but I think ? will ^o. And the 
sooner the better.’ • 
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Suiling action to ^ord, he had one foot on the 
floor when Afigioletio, with a long sigh, opened 
his eyes, turned over, and saw him. 

‘ The devil ! ’ said Duke iJorso. 

' Madonna,’ \\*as his second venture, when he 
had rect)gnised* the impropriety of his first, 
* Madonna, I am this moment about to retire — ^ — ’ 

Angloletto, whose eyes had attained their fullest 
stretch of wonder, opened hfs* mouth — but ndt to 
speak. He gaped at the lord of the land. 

‘ Ma^onna^ ’ ^orso began once moue.* Then 

the other found his voice — • 

‘ Alas, my.ldrd Duke, jt is Madonna I though? 
to find. Where is my wife ? ’ , 

That was Borso’s cue to stare. 

‘Your wife he ci:ied, ‘^our wife ! , Heaven 
above us, rnan, why thd devil should your wife be 
in my l)ed ? ’ • ^ 

Angioletto, with the deepest respect always, 
suffered a smile to play*askew about his lips. 

‘ Alas, Magnificence,’ he said, ‘ if I dared I 
would ask him, why the devil he should be in my 
wife’s bed ? ’ 

It was the youth’s way to preface his audacities 
by the assurance that he dared not utter them. 
But the retort pleased Borso. His eyes began to 
twinkle. 

‘ Look ye, young gentleman,’ said*he, suppress- 
ing his wish to chuckle, ‘ if this is your wife’s 
bed, I am sorry for you, for I give you my Vord 
she has not been in it to-night. But I confessp I 
should like l^p know why your wife has a bed in 
my house.’ 
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Angioletto nodded gravdy. 

‘ 1 should be the last persoi?; to deify your Grace’s 
right to call information. BellarcSba is my dear 
wife’s name, her country is Venice, her duties are 
to be about Madama Lionella’s “person. My own 
duties are to be about hers, so fai as I rri^y.’ 

Fair and softly, my friend,’ said the Duke \ 

‘ not so fast, if you please. Do you know that 
Majids of Honour 'may not marry without per- 
mission, and, in any case, may not be visited by 
their husbands during their service ? ’ 

■ ‘ Magnificence, she was not married without 
permission. Or rather^ she was married before 
permission w^s needed.’ 

‘ Eh, how may that be now ? ’ said Borso, tuck- 
ing in his chin. ^ pid she come here as Signora 
Qualcosa ? ’ 

‘ She came here as Bellaroba, Magnificence. 
No one knows of our marriage but your Grace 
and the Holy Virgin.’ 

‘ Then you are not married, but should be. 
That is your meaning — eh ? ’ 

‘ Ah, by Heaven, Magnificence,’ cried Angio- 
letto, ‘ we are the most married couple in the 
world ! ^ 

‘ H’m,’ was all Borso had to say to that. 
‘ And who made her of Madama’s Cpurt ? ’ * 

‘ It was your Grace.’ 

‘ Oh, of course, of course, man ! But why the 
deuce rdid I do it ? ’ 

^ It was at the 'request cf Count Guarino 
tJuarini, Magnificence ? ’ 

‘ Eh, eh ! now I recollect. Ah, to be sure ! 
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That ip.ust be. a very agreeable reflection for you at 
this moment, my friend,’ he said, with a sly look. 

Angioletto tjook the equivoque with dignity. 

‘ I have perfect confidence in my wife,* my lor/i 
Duke.’ 

Borso ^shrugg^d. ‘ Well, it is your affair — not 
rjiine,’ he said. Then he changed his tone. I 
think, howe\jer, we will come back to what is my 
affair as well as yours. Be sg,good as to tellgne 
how you came here.’ • 

^ I came* down the chimney,’ said Angioletto, 
^calmly. I am by calling a chimney-sweep.’ ^ 

‘ Upon my word,’ Borso said, ‘ this is a fine 
story I am piecing together ! • How long have 
you been of that trade, pray ? ’ • 

Angioletto received this shot with firmness, 
even dignity. ; • 

‘*I was formerly a poe 4 attached to the Court, 
Magnificence. But wHen Madama^ turned me 
away it became necessafy that I should see my 
young wife ; so I became a chimney-sweep for the 
purpose.’ 

The Duke’s mouth twitched too much for his 
own dignity. He pulled the bedclothes up to his 
nose, therefore, before he asked — • 

^ Why did Madama turn you away, sir ? ’ 
Angioletto, for the first time, was confused. 
He hung his head. • ^ 

‘ I hope your Grace will not insist upon an 
answer,’ he replied in a troubled voice. . 

Borso looked keenly at hij;n for a time. Nq, 
I think I will not,’ said he. ‘ Are you the lad who 
sang m^ the Saccia col falcone ? ’ 
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‘ The same, my lord Diojce.’ 

‘ I thoughtiso. Now, sir, to coqie back to this 
performance of yours, which I supf)ose is not the 
first by any means — ^h ? ’ 

‘ It appears to be the last, my. lord,’ said Angio- 
letto, ruefully. 

‘ ‘ I think it is the last,’ replied the Duke ; ‘ for 
I hope you understand that I can hav^ you clapped 
into gaol for it.’ 

‘ Pardon, Magnificence — he can do more. ^He 
can have me hanged for it.’ 

‘ I don’t agree with you,’ said Borso. ‘ If my 
name were Ferdinand of Aragon, or Sforza, or 
della Rovere, yes ', but being Borso d’Este, no.’ 

‘ Your Grace puts me to shame,’ said Angioletto, 
with feeling. ‘ I am to take it, then ’ 

‘ You shall take it a? you please, my friend,’ 
Borso rejoined, with his- chin once more upon his 
clasped knees. ‘ For my part I propose to take 
you and keep you under lock and key for a season 
— as at present advised.’ 

Angioletto bowed, as well as one may who is 
sitting up in a very soft bed. His voice was quite 
meek. 

‘ I shall in all duty obey your Grace’s directions, 
and will leave behind me but one small request, 
which I am persuaded Borso d’Este will not refuse 
his prisoner.'’ 

‘ And what is that, my good friend ^ ’ 

It is the care for the person and honour of 
my wife, my lord Dyke,’ answered Angioletto. 

This set Borso rubbing his nose. He thought 
before he spoke again. 
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‘ for your wife’^s person, my man,’ said he, 
it will be as safe in my dominions *as all persons, 
whatever their ^ages "or conditions. Her honour 
is another affair. That is neither for m*e nor my 
laws, but for herself. And perhaps you will fet 
me add that if to-night is a sample of her course 
of living, you are putting upon me a rather onereus 
charge.’ , 

‘ My Lord, my Lord,’ crie;i, Angioletto here^ ‘ I 
will answer for my wife’s honour with my last 
drop of blood. It is her person I cannot answer 
for if I a«i in prison.* 

‘ I have told you that I will answer for her, 
person, master* poet. I would much rather leave 
her honour to you and your drops of blood. So 
you may go to the Castle with a clear mind. To 
the Castle, moreover, jou shull undoubtedly go, 
if it is ‘Only to teach you that the possession of 
a wife is no passport fo other men’s chimneys. 
First, however, I will ask you to cfo me a small 
service, which is to go to my bedchamber and send 
me my gentlemen, my dresser, and my clothes. 

I am, you perceive, entirely at your mercy. You 
will follow these persons back to me here, and will 
then give yourself up as I shall direct.’ • 

Angioletto, out of bed by this time, knelt to 
the Duke’s hand. 

‘ I am your Grace’s servant,’ said he. He 
hastily dressed himself and went about the business 
he was bidden on. , 

‘ Madam the Virgin,’ saic^ Borso, with i h.^lf- 
laugh, ‘ that is a fine young man ! If he had not* 
made s» free* with my chimneys 1 would advance 



352 LITTLE NOVELS OF ITALY ix 

him. Advanced he shall be ! ’ he** cried out after 
a while. ‘ Zounds ! has not Guarino made free 
with his wife.? Eh, but I'fear Jt.’ He shook 
Ws nightcap at the thought. ‘ A couple of days’ 
reflection in a half light will do .the lad no harm. 
He’ll dream of his wife, or compose me Some 
soags. Bellaroba, he called her. I remember the 
jade — a demure, rosy-cheeked little pat, for ever 
twyjdling her fingers or her apron-ends. Those 
sleek ones are the worst. Poor boy ! I’ll advance 
him. He shall be librarian, go secretary to Rome 
or Florehce. I’ll have him about my ovwi person. 
tBy the Sons of Heaven, but he’s as good as gold] 
Ah, I hear him.’ *• * 

The Dukt’s gentlemen bowed themselves into 
the room, followed by the dresser. 

‘Good morning,* my frjends,’ said Borso. ‘But 
where is my messenger ?f’ ' • 

‘ Magnificence, he is ' at the door,’ said the 
usher. 

‘ Bring him in, Foppa, bring him in,’ cried the 
Duke ; ‘ we know each other by now.’ 

Angioletto was introduced. 

‘ Master Angioletto,’ the twinkling old tyrant 
said, ‘get you downstairs to the Captain of the 
Archers. Say to him as follows : “ Captain, my 
lord the Duke begs you to conduct me surely to 
the Cajtle, and keep me prisoner there during his 
Grace’s pleasure.” Will you oblige me so far ? ’ 
‘,I shall obey you exactly, my lord Duke,’ said 
^r\gidletto, making ^ reverence. 

He went at once and gave himself up. In 
some quarter of an hour’s time he fvas lodged in 
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the Castle, in* a cell upon the level of the moat. 
Next door to kirn ot^ either side (though he knew 
nothing of it) ^were two women who had been 
brought in with a page-bo^ overnight upon 
charge of murder.*. Their case, indeed, was one of 
the first matters ^hich engaged the attention of 
Duke Borso after mass. 


2 A 



X 

ORDEAL BY ROPE 

The prison chills made Olimpia shiver, the prison 
silences made her afraid. The \/avering moan of 
the page-boy, who had been tumbled on to a 
straw bed after his first bout of the question, 
drove home the reality of her situation, and made 
her sick. Olimpia^ was Ane of your snug, pretty 
women ; she loved to Le warmed, coaxed, petted ; 
liked her bed, her fire ; liked sweetmeats, and to 
see people about her go smiling. Mostly, too, she 
had had her way in these matters, for she was 
a beautiful creature, smooth and handsome as a 
Persian cat. Jealousy, on this account, was a new 
experience ; she had never suffered it before, did 
not realise it now. Besides, it was over ; she had 
killed her faithless lover. But the dark, the cold, 
the silence, the calm enmity of the dim walls — 
these were but an intensification of familiar dis- 
comforts. She had always been afraid of the dark, 
often cold, often quelled by quiet, made sullen by 
indifference. She hated all this, and felt it all, in 
spite of the glory of the Captain’s killing. It 
seemed more awful now, more unendurable than 

354 
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ever, oecause-^slic knew there was no good dis- 
guising it — because it stood for semething else. 
Ah, ah ! she was in danger. So surg as, sh« 
thought of this, Olimpia’s heart stood still, aijd 
then suddenly thnpbbed as if it must break. It 
surged up into hej* throat. Her tongue clove to 
her palate, she felt the bristling of her fleSh, 
could hear her heart quite loud making double 
knocks at her side. The page-boy moaned %to 
hin\gelf through it all ; a rat hidden somewhere 
bore him company by scratching most djUgently 
the b^lckwoVk. She could not hear anything 
of Bellaroba — the only familiar thing in this 
vast black horror. ThS panic gained upon 
her till her head swam in it. She could not 
die ! Ah, never, never, never, by Christ on His 
throjie ! . . i " 

The ^ick^ning futility df that final word, Never, 
in the face of the dead certainty apnounced by 
the inexorable walls, ser\5ed to make the wretch’s 
case the more desperate. Panic, chalk -white, 
staring panic- fear, swallowed her up: the next 
few hours flew by as minutes, while she was 
cowering and gibbering in a corner. Before the 
inevitable you either resign or rave yoursdf mad 
— there is no middle course. Bellaroba took 
the first. Sitting in her cell with her cheek 
pressed against the wall which (thought she, knew 
it pot) penned also her Angioletto, she never 
opened her eyes, nor cried, nor moaned j .but 
where she settled herself at ^er entry there she 
*was found when they came to hale her to the 
judgmeift. She gave no trouble, made no sign ; 
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but she let down her hnir to ' cover her bare 
neck, and if she blushed it \yas that folks 
shoyld s^e her blood-smirched evening finery by 
the light of day. ' She was a very decent girl^ 
always, and this seemed to hf«- horrible even in 
a pit of horrors. Olimpia, clinging t<? life’ was 
driven upon the second course. It took two 
halberdiers to hold her up. 

"Borso had before him the deposition of the 
page-boy and the report 'of the watch. From 
the wo{-ds of the first he suspected that both 
v^omen were concerned — uritil he ‘ had 'heard the 
second. This was to the effect that the Captainls 
head had been cut off.*' 

‘ No, no,'' said Borso to himself, ‘ I am heartily 
sorry for my youn^ friend the chimney-sweeping 
poet, but I can’t think ^im a fool. He tyould 
never have married a i^qman who cduld tut off a 
man’s head Yet stay ! It may be that she 
floored the Captain andr that the other rounded 
off the job with that gratuitous touch. She — 
that other — was eating walnuts when the watch 
came, I gather. She could have cut a dead man’s 
head off, never doubt it. Well, let us see, let us 
see.’ * 

Then it was that he gave the order : ‘ Bring 
the two women before me.’ 

He did" justice ever in the open. A broad 
green field outside one of the gates served hiiti for 
courf. Two gibbets and an open pit stood for 
•the terror of the law ; he hiipself, on a gilt chair 
under a canopy, for the majesty of it. The day was 
bright, breezy, and white-clouded.' Tht poplars 
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twinkltd innfimerablyf the long Este gonfalon 
flacked and strained in the wind. Spectators with 
soldiery to hedge them kept a wide square ajpout 
'the plain. From their side the figures in the mid#t 
— the red, gold awid white about the pavilion, the 
steel of the soldiers, the drooping women between 
them — were about as real as a handful of marfo- 
nettes. It seemed impossible such puppets could 
decide issues of life and death? • But the red ha:^- 
man and his machine were grim touches for a 
puppet-show. ^ . 

• Olimpia Castanev? was brought forward firsj;. 
She was more tomposed by now — the air, the 
sun, the cheerful colours of the court had warmed 
her. She stood alone facing Borso. * He, at first 
glance, remembered every shred of her ; but he 
betrayed nothing. Theie was*^no one more blankly 
cool in *this*worJd than^Borso on the judgment- 
seat. . 

‘ What is your name, .mistress ? ’ 

^ Magnificence, I am well known in Ferrara.' 

‘ Your name,’ thundered the Duke, ‘ by the 
face of the sky ! ’ 

‘ Olimpia Castaneve.* 

* Did you cut off the head of the Captain of 
Lances, who was called II Mosca ? ’ 

Olimpia was looking very handsome, and 
knew it. • • • 

Magnificence,’ she said, *my hand is on my 
heart.’ It was. • 

‘ What the devil^ has that, got to do witJi it ?•’ 
asked Borso, looking ibout him for a reason. 

‘ Serdiity, ^if my heart were guilty, it would 
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burn my hand. If my hand were' red it* would 
soil my heart.’* ^ »■ 

‘^ouf ! ’ said Borso, and puakered his face. 

‘ ^tand back, Castandve. Now for the little one.* 
How are you called, baggage ? 

Bellaroba shivered a very little, and looked 
solemn. 

‘ Bellaroba, my lord.’ • 

Very pretty ; but I must have more.’ 

‘There is no more, my lord. I am wife of 
Angiojefto.’ 

> ‘Well, well. I know Master Angioletto, and. 
he me. We’ll have him here,‘ I think. 
you ! ’ said he, turning “to an officer of his guards. 

‘ Go and fetch the chimney-sweep.’ 

Ten minutes passed then Angioletto came 
up between a detacnment* of men, unbound. . He 
was not observed to fatter throughout hft course 
over the broad field ; but his eyes were fever 
bright, and colour notkeably high. Bellaroba 
did not look up at him ; her eyelids fluttered, 
but she kept her head hung, and as for her 
blushes they were curtained by her long hair. 
He, on the contrary, directly he had bent 
his krtte to the Duke, turned to where she 
stood, and, in face of the whole city, put his 
arms about her, and found a way to kiss her 
cheek.. The broad ring of onlookers wavered ; 
the twitches played like summer lightning over 
Boreo’s face. 

. ‘ Come here, Angioletto,’ he said. Angioletto^ 
drew near the throne. * 

‘ You see now, my friend,’ the Dlike cbntinued 
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in a l«w voide,'* what •may happen to one’s wife 
if she keeps igot hej bed o’ nights. A certain 
Captain Mosca»has been stabbed. Mpre than 
’that, his head was attacked when he had ceased |p 
taket^any interest *in it, and cut off. I ask no 
words fr«m you, no comments, no adjurations, 
for you are a prejudiced party. Your wife ahd 
this other woman between them have done the 
Captain’s business. Mine is ‘to find out how. 
Stand aside now and listen.’ 

Angioletto started, opened his mouth to. speak 
• — but the Duk'e put 6p his hand. ‘ Young man,’ 
said he sternly^ ‘*I am Duke of Ferrara, and you 
are my prisoner. Be good enough to remember 
that.’ 

Angioletto hung his head. Borso turned again 
to Bellaroba, but kept tlw oth?r in his eye. 

‘ No^, m*issy, what hati you to do with Cap- 
tain Mosca’s headpiece ? ’ « 

‘ Nothing, my lord.’ • 

‘ What ! ’ he roared. ‘ Did you not cut it off ? ’ 
‘ No, my lord.’ 

‘ Why not, girl ? He was your enemy, I 
suppose ? ’ 

‘ I think he was, my lord.’ • 

‘ Think ! Do you not know it ? What did 
he want of you ? ’ 

‘ He wanted to make me bad, my Idrd.’ • 

‘.Ah ! So you stabbed him, eh ? ’ 

‘ No, my lord.’ ^ • 

‘Come now, coqjie now, girl. Look at you? 
frock.’ * 

She did loolc and was silent. 
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‘Well!’ Borso continued, after ^ sharp*glance 
at Angioletto.* ‘ Did your husbanci cut it off? ’ 

‘^o, lord, he wasn’t tliere--#-but ’ 

‘ Well — but what^ ’ 

‘ He would have killed him,, my lord.’ 

‘ Oh, the devil he would ! Why ? ’ - 
Because he loves me, my lord.’ 

‘ H’m. Well, Miss Bellaroba, where’s your 
hmd .^ ’ • • 

She held it out. ‘ Here,* sir.’ 

‘ Wl\at a little one ! Well, put It on your 
hfsart. Now, how does it fefil ? ’ 

‘ It jumps, my lord.’ 

‘ Does it burn you, child ? ’ 

‘No, my lord ; it’s quite cold.’ 

‘ Stand down, Bellaroba. Casteneve, come 
forward.’ ^ • 

His face just now fv^as a sight tfc b^ seen — 
crumpled, it^finitely prim, crow -footed like an 
ivied wall ; but extraordinarily wise ; with that 
tempered resolve which says, ‘ I know Evil and I 
know Good, and dare be just to either.’ He 
was thinking profoundly ; every one could see it. 
Best of the company before him Angioletto, the 
little Tuscan, read his thought. His own was, 
‘ Unless I fear Justice I need not fear Borso. 
Dante saw the death of his lady to be just. 
Courage, tlfen 1 ’ • 

‘ Mistress Castaneve,’ said Duke Borso, ‘,you 
deolare yourself innocent ? ’ 

• ‘ ^ixcellency, I do, I doj Ah, Mother of 
God I’ The panic was creeping up Olimpia’s legs, 
to loosen the joints of her knees. 
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Tht judge turned 4 ialf. ‘ Mistress Bellaroba, 
you also declare youi^elf innocent ? 

‘ Yes, my lo»d,’ she said. . » 

‘ Diavolo ! ’ muttered Arfgioletto, ‘ he is n*t 
“ myjord ” ; he iss“ Magnificence.” I must scold 
her for tl»is afterwards.’ ^ 

• ‘ The position of affairs is this,’ said the Duke 
aloud. ‘ Onie of these prisoners is guilty of the 
deed, and the guilty one is the liar. Now, I will 
not .put an innocent* person to death if I can 
avoid it ; and I will not put these women to the 
^question, because I ^ould wring a confession ©f 
guilt from eac|i,* and be no m^re certain than I 
was before. I may have my own opinion, and 
may have proved it on various grounds. That, 
again, I do not care to obtrude. I do pot see 
that. I can better the pfecedent set me by a very 
wise m^n and patriarch,. King Solomon of Zion. 
Let the women judge each other. My judgment 
is that the innocent of <hese two shall hang the 
guilty.’ 

The bystanders were silent, till one man 
shivered. The shiver swept lightly through the 
company like a wind in the reeds, and ran wider 
and wider till it stirred the farthest edge* of the 
field. All eyes were upon the prisoners. Borso’s 
blinked from below his shaggy brows, j^oung Teo- 
filo Calcagninrs were misty, Angioletto’s hard and 
bright. Bellaroba had been motionless through- 
out, except when her lips moved to speak^; ^he 
,was motionless now. But Oiimpia was panting! 
The unearthly quiet* was only broken by that 
short soilnd fdr ten minutes. 
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‘ Bellaroba,’ then said ithe Duke, ‘ what say 
you ? You declare that you are innocent. Will 
you,, hang the guilty and go /ree? 

/ For the first tinfe she looked up, but not af 
her judge. It was at Angiicletto she looked, 
Angioletto at her. , , 

' ‘ No, my lord, I caniiot,’ said Bellaroba in the 
hush. The wind shivered the reeds- again, then 
faulted down. 

‘ Castaneve,’ said the dry voice, ‘ what say you ? 
You declare that you are innocent. Will you 
bang the guilty and go free ? ’ ‘ < 

The drowning Olimpia threw' up her hands to 
clutch at this plank in the sea-swirl. Free ! O 
God ! The word turned her. 

‘ Magnificence, I must, I must, I must ! ’ She 
wailed, and fell a heap te the ground. Bell^.roba 
covered her eyes. Tebfilo Calcagnihi shook the 
sight back .to his. Borso sat on immovably, 
working his jaws. 

It is at this point that the conduct of Angio- 
letto touches the sublime — a position never ac- 
corded by posterity to his verse. It proves him, 
nevertheless, the greater artist to this extent, that 
he wa's equally the slave of the Idea, though 
working in more intractable stuff : himself, 
namely ; his own little heart throbbing in his own 
young bod^. Therefore he deserves well of pos- 
terity, which finds his verses thin. Said Arjgio- 
lettOj : ‘ Yes, Bellaroba is my adorable wife, loved 
■beyond all womens deserving beyond all price. 
Yet if she killed the Captaih she is guilty of death,- 
and the sentence is just whoever perform ‘it. And 
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if, beijfg guiltless, she is hanged by the guilty, the 
action will glonify hec ; for it is the {)rice she pays 
for clean hands.^ •> a 

Then, in the midst of thaf waiting assembly, lie 
calle*4 the girl to him by her name, took her face 
in both his hands and kissed it very tenderly, 
srtiiling all the time through his quick tears. 

‘ My deal" little heart,’ said he, ‘ your husband 
is proud of you. All that you have done -is 
admirable in this black business. In a very short 
time I shall see you again. Though it is a higher 
flight than the Schifanoia chimney, it is quicker 
done. Trust tne, Bellaroba ; you know I have 
never failed you yet.’ 

He could say no more, but took her in his 
arms and held here there, speechless as be was 
with, inspiration. She, oeeming to burn in the 
fire that’ consumed him 'lay quite still, neither 
sobbing any more, nor shivering. So they clung 
together for a little. Then Angioletto lifted up 
his face from her cheek, and put her gently away 
from him. 

‘ Let justice be done, Excellency,’ he called 
out in his shrill boy’s voice, ‘ we have said our 
say to each other.’ 

Borso spoke. 

‘ Justice shall be done. The innocent has con- 
demned the guilty : let that woman “be hanged. 
We. have learned the value of clean hands this 
day. Mistress Bellaroba, you have a man ip ten 
{housand ; Angiolettp, my fri^ind, you have what’ 
you deserve, a woman’ in ten million. It is not 
fair that ’the worth of you two should be known 
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only to me and the Blessed* Virgin ; 'you sHhll tell 
it now to a prtest. Come along, and let me have 
the#whole story with my breakfast*’ 
t Thus Duke Bor^o did judgment for his goocf 
town of Ferrara in times verjv remote fronj* our 
o\yn. The Ferrarese used to say that it needs a 
sound lawyer to know how to break the laws. ' 


THE. END 
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l\ L k I D Ml ( hnrhs M ij ir s picture of 
the wiliiil mil eti us ^irl whose nnme hns cime 
1 \vn t Us fi lu the diys jf ( 03d Oiieen Hess is 
vig lous irid etlcetive 

HOkk I \ ( I OS 1 It Is 1 lit a siinll per 
lentige f worl s of heti n that one < m Kiri from 
St irititi iishwithsiitwi I iiie ^ 1 III few will tike 

up Ml L hniles Major s ‘Dor itbj \cin noflliddon 
Rail an I n it rea 1 it with i,rriwint, j lea^tlire 
Doioth) Veiinl* IS i 1,1^1 lUs creatine and the 
iiith r IS entitled t) fill j raise for a singuhrly 
\i\id iiid passi nate piiti it ot i beautiful and 
pissiinale worn in Ml r^ideis of this b)ok 

al I i hei must needs ^11 iw Jehu ft inners i 
example ind fail inulli in lo\e»\%lh her as well 
\ I 3ok that will be thoioughl^ enjoyed in 
the iiading One wishes there weie more of the 
same 

lUIIl MAIL- Ml Major writes with 
d ish and spirit * 

StOI Sl\[AkI Will* appe-# to all lovers o 





Bein^ an Account of his Adventures 
during the of His Most 

Catholic Majesly, Philip II., 

King of Spam, 

Bv 

Gilbert & Marion 
Coleridge 

‘ Inn \ in I K Id is i hi h iic il novi 1 
cenlicinjf lound i 1 who begins is i 
pigc to thi, Pnnct of Onngt in tin <li\s 
of i1k S|)ini-h Iniiuisirio]) of \1 i in I 
Philip II , and of w in the Ncflmlinds 
— where the scene is pinnijnil) Ind 
though It begins in J nnet 'ind sliifts to 
I nghnd ind to Sjiiin ^lelll) ill the 
leading pohtieil tiguics of the tin ( ik 
introduced at gn^itci or hss length, ind 
the book ends wiih^in exciting pieluie of 
the Mege of If.iiilem 1 here is i gic? 
dill of cai,.fully planned incident and i 
happy close. 

I [Mrs — “ I lie bo A Ins exrelleiit po nts , it 
will be re 1 1 with appiov tl by niin> ' 

OUUOOK “ d old with sp t 
SUNDAY SUN — ‘An excellent story, lohl 
with much spirit, jind g J,ing o capital iinirtssion 
of the period 




Rosa N. Carey 


‘ 1 lie lli.,hw i\ of 1 lie deals with the 
f ituius ( f T. N ung lads who is comjielled 
to go oiu is 1 ( )in|nni m Hci cinplo)ei 
Is tin 1 in 1 Ik iiti d, ill tdiiented d lughtei 
of 1 wi iltli\ senp boilt r, ind the stoiy is 
(hiell) )( the h i\ s kindnesses A double 
h \( iileresr mns lliiough the book foi, in 
id lilion to the ei injnni m s loniinee, Miss 
1 Uiiistuth 111 I enijiloyu falls in love with 
a hand onu stTmp whom hei lo)illy does 
imuh to ledeeiu befuie the tiigie an 1 lion 
oiiralile de ith which i nsuics ihit he neeti 
shall (keen In i 


UOkI D A si>i\ whi h will he it id witli 
much satisfi t n bj Miss C irey s 1 irgc puhlit 
C>U^i I OOk \ I l< i int inidirn stoiy 
Ihe ehni utei dr iwi ig esps i div if tht w linen — 
is clear Mis Jini in parti iil u is delightful 
M WCIU Silk GUARDI \N “ the nit 
ird grue ii d iinj licity of Miss ( aiey s style 
and the e ise with whieli she ti'll, i story will 
itnke this s ()r> like ill her stones \ei) attrictive 
t( lovers of tho ionieslir novel 



HAROLD VALLINGS 


» elizabf:th ’ 



By iDuIvercombe Water 


“ 1 rmmphantly successful.” 

—Mr W L ioURTNEY. 

% 

“Delightful from beginning 
to end ” 

— The Standard 


Crown 8 VO Gur'To^ • 

Price 6^ 

^rhc. Benefactress 


By Harold Vallingst . 

• • • 

]:>) Duhclcomhc Wifci i', i 1 )^e 

sloiy of SoincHtl'.hiiL in the }t.'n i6S5 
into vshich Mi Ifiiold V tilings wcucs 
miiij iiicitknls nt the Mourn nilli icl ellion 
His lieio, of ilkgitimate both but gtntk 
breeding iloe^ hw best to eheel the iisii g 
and in in exciting moment sites the lik 
of 1 suspected infoiimr Rut when the 
Using comes, his hilflnothei the legiti 
milt, to whnn he is det )tt Ih tlltchtd, 
joins the rebels and is Itl cn inrl Will 
1 steote, usislmg l!u Ixin.^ s tio Js tt 
rest lie him fiom Knlvi s men becomes i 
lebt! too lo help the i lothei s escape 
he personates him, is hugtid and finally 
taken and brouglit to the bloody assi/e it 
1 uinton lefl'ie)s m eouit, anel Jdlie\s | 
in his private loom silting ind taking 
biibes, IS verj forcibly pieseiited by Mr 
Vallings Ihe hei 3 s adventiiies do not i 
end eT»en when he escapes fiom i'ngland 
by the ud ot hi> swcetheait, but at last 
the Revolution o^ 1689 filings him back 
to a happy ending 

^UND 4 .\ SUV — Hie stiiy is fleshly ind 
crisply told The heio 'ind heroine ru sti s igly 
dr-iWH, 111(1 enlist one s syinpatlncs fi nn th ^uiset 
'A.CADI MY — T.he stoiyhas • freshness un 
usinl in modern historical novels 


• By the Author of 

'' Elizabeth and her 

German Garden ” 

• • 

FHh SirtlArOK - If Lluibeths satire 
IS soinewhit eiuel it is m the mam justified by the 
ituition inU ihe results For the moral of the 
story is is sound as the wit is mordant The 
Benerietress 1111 word combines the rare qualities 
of being It mee whclesoine igreeabb mihcious, 
in i in full iceoid with gie principles of the Lhinty 
Orginisation Society 

Mr W L CniTNrY in the DAIIY Ft LE 
GRAPH — It IS difficult to describe by any single 
epithet the peculnr chirm winch surrounds the 
work of the authoress of Elizabeth and hat German 
Garden (^uet, tender, incisive, humorous 

Inumphii il> sucee^ful 

lIlFRAPUKh— 1 iilly equal to Hizabeth 
and her Geiinan tjirden Miintiins its 

interest throughout, and is ^full of well drawn 
chirieters • 

S I ANDARD — ‘ Delifhtful frgm beginning to 
elfd It IS wholesome, fullofcharif indjoyousness 

WORLD — The writer holds tlfe reader, not 
to lose her hold while 1 line of the book remains to 
be read and read agan Every character is a 
living individuality, and every incident is a 
necessity ' 

MORNING /VST— "An excellent piece of 
work The most amusing reading which has 

come our way for some time • 

DAILl NbW^ ~ One of the most attractive 
novels we have read for a long time ' 



ROLF BOLDREWOOD 


ROLF BOLDREWOOD 



, Price 6s. 


The Ghost Camp j 

Or The Avengers 
By 

, „ Rolf Boldrewood 

IHE SCO! S M IN ‘ li not j 

be nectssir} ift r hiving uinounc c,d ihil • 
this nnscl 1‘s from iht pen of Mr kill | 
Hold rt wood, to idd ihit it is ibont l!u lifi 
of Vustrali i m llu d i) s when nu n W( m < iil 
from 1 n^l ind to st ek f r ^dd m ih it ]> ill 
of the \\oild If iin n idt^r h is not )lI I 
sluditd till ixperitiK^ts of lliosL litci iri^o ^ 
nuits un li r the j^midiiuc of this uiilior, 
he could not find,! in )ri iltnctm roinnuL j 
than tills io bc^Mii i^,a)n Intiiistin^ 

less for Its v.cre jihn, peihips, thin for its 
antniJled stud} of the minners, both of 
regular soeiet} and of hoise) people, bush 
rangers, and gtdd miners , and for its im 
pressive juclires of the 'wild, naluril 
sretier} of the J\ntipc*dis The book is i 
strong atid interesting no^el 


I POPULAR EDITION" OF THE - 

1 

NOVFNN IN^UNIFORM BINDING 

k 

'' Crown 8vo. , ' 

» 

A 

Price 3s. 6d. each' 

Robbery Under Arms 
The Miner’s , Right • 

The Squatter’s #Dream 
A Sydrtey-side 5axon , 

A Colonial Reformer 
Nevermore 
A Modern Buccaneer 
The Sealskin Cloak 
Plain Living 
The Crooked Stick 
My Run Home 
Old Melbourne Memories 
Romance of Canvas Town 
War to the Knife 
Babes in the Bush 

( town 8\o 6s. 

iTi ” Bad Company and Other 
Stories. » 

Globe 8vo. 2S. 

The Sphinx of Eaglehawk 




RUDYARD KIPLIN<5 


A. C. FARQUHARSON 



Prfce 6s. 

Kim 


“ The story is absorbing.” 

I — The At}icu(£uni. 

“ Altogether worth reading.” 
— The Westininst^ Gazette. 


Crown 8 VO. 

Price 

V 

St. Nazarius 


Gut’ T6p ■ 

6.9. 



Rudyard Kipling 


Tie.'itecJ wuhMi. Kipling sain.iziiig 
knowledge, insight, .and suieiiess of touch.” 

MORNING POST. — “ ‘ Kim ’ i^ undoubtedly 
the finest Indian story that the .author of ‘The 
Man who would be King,’ and a hundred other tales, 
h.isyet written.” 

PALL MALL GAZE PTE - “Mr. Kipling’s 
varied and complex powers are seen at their 
strongest .and best. . . . Kini is the creation ol a 
gieat and true artist.” 

IVESTMINS TER GA/ ETTF.~]'l\\\\, rich, 
and anim.ated in every detail . . informed as 

before with a in.asterly intuitigu ofE.i-.tein modes 
of thought ’’ 

GUARDIAN.— \ seiies of wonderful kalei- 
doscopic pictuics, ever shifiing and changing. . 
May Mr Kipling soon give us mnie of this kind.” 

DA IL 1 ' NE IVS ‘ A wonderful pi ocession of 
picturesque and interesting figures pass through 
the pages of the book,” 

STjHNDARD . — “ lly far the most '.uryessful 
piece of work Mr. Kipling has done for some time 
past.” * 

ST. JAMES’S GAZETTE.— is beyond 
(piestion the finest pictuie of Indian life which 
Mr. Kipling h.as yet made ; it is the finest picture 
that has been made by any writer.” 

GLOBE. — “ The pictures of persons and places 
irf ‘Kim’ are among the best things that Mr, 
Kipling has done.” 


3y 

A. C, Farquharson 

' A THRJJ^EUM. — “ II is a rare pleasure 

to fiiul a book which is satisfactory in al- 
most all respects. ‘ St. Na7arius ’ is such a 
book. The story is absorbing; its '►reaP- 
' ment is admirable, especially in restraint ; 

I and the tone is one of unusual distinction, 
j . . . The deep thought of the -book, its 
I essential sanity, its presentation of a high 
' religious ideal, interest us* in the work of 
i the author.” ' 

WES TMINS TK R GAZE TTE. — “ A 
novel out of the common. . . , xMtogether 
worth reading.” 

A T. JA MENS GA ZE TTE. — ‘ ‘ Should 
give delight to many /e.aders who do not as 
a rule tiouble them.selves to cut the leaves 
of ordinary novels. The w’riter has dared 
to probe the depths and to*scale thc*heights. 

. The stoiy is ciolhwUin language 
perfectly suited to its mysteliou* chaim.” 

OUTLOOK. — “Mr. P’arquharson has 
grip, and his story is well worked out.” 

SCOTSMAN. — “A striking story and 
one in which the reader’s interest and ad- 
miration strengthen, from a somewhat 
formal opening, to ar? end Vhich is uncon- 
ventionally fine and sad.” 



I 

GERTRUDE ATHERTON ! 

I 



Price 6s. 

The Conqueror 

Being- 

The True and Romantic Story 
of Alexander Hamilton 

By Gertrude Atherton 

THE SPECTATOR . — “ Ihillianl and 

el(KjUt'nt. ' 

MORNING POST. - “ Has an ex'ra- 
'•'rdinary intercut .is a loving j)i(.-scniincnl of 
a moT extraordinary pelsona^c.” 

HAIL Y TECEGRAPU.—^^ In a senes 
of brilliant c’ha[)krs, Mrs. Alhei ton enables 
us to see how, mixed with .‘lie lare .tnd 
orit^inal essenre of Iiannlton's ch.ir.icier, 
there were ordinary huni.in elements which, 
thrmgh they intethred in some me.isure 
V ith his success, only made him the more 
lo,able. , . I,bs career forms so rounded^ 
and complete a i^irrative, resealing through- 
out one presailing character, that it lends 
itself to the author’s jnirposes of a ‘ dramatic 
biography’ better, perhaps, than any other 
that could be selected.” 

GLASGOIY HERALD.-*^ An en- 
trancing iKiok.” 


NANCY H. BANKS j, 



Crown 8vo. . Gilt Top 

Price 6s. 

Oldfield 

A Kentucky Talc of the 
y Last Century 

By 

Nancy Huston Banks 

/'<>SJ ill Lhn (Inriii 

wliuh (S)tht fioin Ximiu.m 

'.torus \\hl( li (h nl.c llu-liMsof siiiiiile jicofili. in 
n luotn puts ol tli.it \,ist i oritinnnt , \ Bouk 
to le id ,uid t ) eiipi 

.S/7-t /'.i /rtA‘ ‘Oldfuld i, .n K. mucky 
‘Ciiuforl’ — will) . I difToioiK e 'I he dilft n tu c is 
tluit tiic ,«_it tic; of outsido thiiii;s mwlmliMiss 
I'. inks puts hi 1 tium.in Imuus is nun fi more sisid 
th.iM uhit we find iii Mm. (Aiskells story.” 

(A/.i A' ~ “*I here is imirh th.Lt I-, vital 

.Is Hr 11 as I h.ii null'.: in Mim Hanks’s dr lu.ite study 
<)f r)ld HOI d lifi ind it ai.n ttr in Kenlurky. ’ 

rOLL M II / (, IZf / / 1 iFu' book In- 
fvilibly 'imirf 't', lanford T’here is tlie same 
old woi id ili^mfied (.harm .itjoin it ; the s.nne iiuiet 
( oiirtcs\ maiks the dcm/ciis of the \ilhu:e; the 
same i:(^itli» life is here poilr'iyed with .a skiTl that 
.ilmost ( qu.ds Mm. tiaskells. . . iJdiglitful 
volume " , 

.SCO AVdf.d A ' — ‘‘ At onre pieturesque, jiaihetic, 
ami rcm(jvrd from the ordinary lines of modern 
fiction. . . . T’he iniuients of the lomance aie 
fresh, he.dthy, and invigoialing I he (hir.icteis 
aie sliongly and dearly defined. . . . Is bid lie.irtily 
welcome.*' 
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R. CROCKETT 


S. R. CROCKETT 



The Dark o’ the Moon 


We should class this 
book as am(5bc the 
best of its author’s 
recent w orks ” 

— Athewiim 


Crown 8 VO. Gilt Top * 

Price 6s/ . 

\ 

The Firebrand 


Bein^ * 

Certain further Histories 
of the 

Folk called “Raiders” 


By 

S. R. Crockett 


Sm, llOR Mi tiuiketts limners xmH 
find I leiit> rflusthui t risti n utcr indinim i 
l ) mystify ind T,niusc llum in Ihi Diik he 
Moon ’ 

y/V/S — \ rousing st V 3 with pi i t\ )fl)\e 

iiid fishtin., the stoi5 is toll with unllic; 

1,111^ spiiit « 

PALI M M I ( stor> is 

good Crockett fi mi fust to list cxoctly whit the 
01111101 s ninny* idiTiirt rs w ill l\j ect 

iVF S' fAf/A S ri R C \ZI I J L “ \ rousii g 
bookm the novelist se iilicr m'lniicr full of stir mid 
pictnrLSi^ue rnovem nt Witli a plot thit is tn 
tcristnig and developed with skill *ft is in 

every w ly salisfictoiy to find Mr Ciockett on liis 
native heath once inoie» V 

Gf OBP “ Should have a wide vogue and 
much appret lation ’ 

WORLD — “ A stirring tale 
DXIIY LILRONR II - “A romance, swift 
and compact and told with spirit 


///// \ LI )/— Wcsliould class this hook 
as imong the best if its luthoi s ^^lc iU w irks 

IIllkITURh \\ lulling noiel 
Sonitlhuu Is always liapj emn_ in Mr Ci ckells 
h oks 11 rilly imethmg in^,tnioiis an 1 une\ 
p led Not in my wiit<.rb cm s| in the web of a 
St >iy bet It r 

WORLD '{'he St lyofthe IiicTihilI, Rollo 
riiir i Scottish gti t Lii#ln uUenturcr and his 
two nicingiuius as->>ciitcs of the Abbot of 
Monthlin li the kidnap] ing of the Queen, the 
outlaw ly oi K iinon ( an 1 1 the oulw tiling of 
( al lei i by R ill a and the d of the gipsies, is 
decidedly good •) / 

Y) All YThLrORAPH ~ ‘ AVullVdooded lal( 
of acUeiUuie 

DAILY NDW S — “ The story is a good one 
Will be read with intciest and pleasure 

GI OBh — “ Mr. Croi kett is a horn story teller , 
he has the knack of spirited ami sentimental narra 
tion In ‘The I iiehrand he luns to the length of 
519 pages, and none of his ahmireis'would desire that 
they should be fewer 
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EGERTON CASTLE 



Price 6s. 


' E. F. POYNTER l 

Q 

.S • 

^ j ^ 

^ Author of 

£ 

“ An Exquisite Fool,” * 
‘Mwery Day’s N^ns's,” 

etc.'^ 


Crown 8 v 6. Gilf Top • 

» Price- 6s. 


The Secret Orchard 

By 

Egerton Castle 

GLOBE , — “The stf/ry, :is a whole, is 
eminently effective, eminently readable, 
^and ran be recommended cordially to all 
ancf sundry.” 

WORLD . — “The j)ersons are all well 
drawm, ■^nd the interest !■> f^reat.” 

PALL MALL GAZETTE.-^^ A very 
clever and a ve.y good book.” 

DAILY CHROf^ICLE.~-^^\W ex- 
pected much. . . . ‘ The Secret Orchard ’ 
does more than rise to our expectations. . . 
We fo^ow the rapid development of the 
tragedy with a sympathetic rini ere, t wdiich 
never tlags.” 

DAILY MAIL. — ^^A novel of signal 
distinction and f'cauty.” 

ACADEA/V . — V The style and manner 
Or telling ^he lory is f)f the easy luminofis 
character that we associate with the authors 
of ‘ The Bath Cmnedy.’ ” 

MORNING There can be 

no doubt of the dramatic F>rcc with which 
it is told or of the interest it inspire.s.” 

THE TIAfES.—^^ A finished piece of 
work.” 


Michael Perrier 


: By 

E. Frances Poynter 


Michael Ferrier is the story of a 
young ]H)et who lo\es and is loved by a 
l^eautiful gitl, Helen Emfraville. In a 
moment of fren/yhe kills, half by accident, 
the man who attempts to stand between 
them. The death passes for either accident 
or suicide, anil no suspicion is aroused ; 
but the girl -ees her lover's trouble, 
(jue^tions liim, and llu‘ turning ]u)int of 
the book is tlie scriie wluai ho confesses to 
her his act, and sbe lakes the decision 
tliat seems to hdr riglit in conse<(uence. 

D XUA' 7/y.A(';A’.'J/7/.-“^Ihcrc are so 
ni.tnv r-.i! s in lift', ami so ft^v ronvinciny; 

oiie-^ iiitlrtion, that tin jm-ii]-..!) of Miss F,. Frances 
Poynter'slitiit ''tmlv is lik* ly to ni.ike a deep im- 
press“)n on th'' rt.idti. For litre i- leal riatjedy. 

. . . In lier cliai.-icti risntion the anlhoress is ino.st 
h.i])j>y. . . . Miss Voynttr missessts keen psycho- 
logical insiglit and a not unkindly satire when she 
pleases, as well as the jiowtr to depict pathos ami 
suffering, with the jicn of the aitist," 

/V/AC Miss Francis Poynter, though not 
a new novelist, is a fresh aoiuaintauce of my 
I’aronite's. lo lier earlier works are as good ’as 
‘ Michael F'cnier,’ they .arc worth looking up.” 
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SFTEPHEN GWYNN* I MERWIN & WEBSTER 




“ Most rcrn^rkabl<^slory ” 

— Daify^Iail 

“An interesting and amusing 

book ” 7 

— Scotsman * 


Crown 8 VO. Gilt Top 


• Price 6s. 


Price 6s. 


The Old Knowledge ! “ Calumet ‘ K ’ 


Stephen Gwynn /i 


WfSJMJNSJfk GAlErir —"\t ' 
IS long since it li is been our good fortune 
to meet with a no\el so fresh, bree/}, ind 
altogcthei charming ’ 

S UNDA \ SUN A good 1 ku ) k , e e r> > 
far above the custonui) n vel of lie (h) 
in ill important matters It hisehaimof | 
manner, a delicate and indetmable mehn 
chol> -the inalienable mehnch )1> of the 
Irish- ind also a ver) vvtleome toiuh of 
Irish humour It . introduces us to 

several ver) cliarming people 

DAll Y AXPKASS — * V vei) putt) 
stor;^, viholesonie and refreshing with the 
sweet air ol^ Donegal Ihe humoui, 

the preltmess, and the trouble of the stor) 
are all perfect in then lightness and 
hirnioTi^ Ml (,w>nn is among tlte ijiost 
graceful and pleasant of lush vvnlcrs ’ 

IHh SPFClArOK —“It IS idinii 
ably written it has an interestii g theme, 
and Its development in jilot ind character 
isation IS in faithful correspondence 

wAh the facts of life In a vvoj^l, the beaok 
IS both chaiming and conviming 


By S. Merwin and 
H/K. Webster 


( ilurnet K is -i t\\ o niillion bii hel L,nm 
ele\ u r iml ills sUr> tclU how C h-yUl- V-iniion 
built It e'li'ist tune Ihe eksit^r must be 
bnc 1 V D etml cr i Iheieareiei ns til'll 'ere 
If tore te<l in tie! Jing the woik yinel it l^ these as 
well as the w alking i‘e Igates that Banncn has 
1 1 fi-,ht Ihc storj of how tl ej tiled to tn. up 
the lumber two hiu drtd miles aw iv ant f how 
le u wilted them II d JUS earned it off shows 
the kin 1 of lhiii« ih it 1 iinon can da hi t^ 

n\II\ c\IAl^— Mo^ le mark able story 
Ihesorv make in e[.i tie ipc d a sleepless, 
tiieless man who can i e\ei be beaten L\eiy 
>ium, luin whs is to da\ si u ting o t on the 
bu lies of life lioullieidit » * 


RU\D lY Si hLl \1 ^ ‘Nir^manei. of ihj/ 
Middle \^»ssuii isscsthisstorv iiistuyng interest 
vinlitv II 1 sticngtb It is a nioMii? pn,ture of 
the resi lltss Am iieni of to d ly and as such, is 
worth a hundred i\ei uc novels 

SlOIS UA V— It is an interesting and amusing 
book aid once taktu up will be retd to a finish 

SI n I AWR — Ihe* stor* will delight 
readers who onibiue mech mical taste with the 
spirit of pr etieal entei prise 
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MAURICE HEWLETT 


MAURICE HEWLETT 



Price 6s. 

J 

I^ichard Yca-and-Nay 

By 

Maurice Hevdett 

M;, Fredi'ric Harfhon ui lUk lORl '- 
NIGHTLY A’Ar/A-;r-“SuLh histum imagi 
nation, such cj'iowlnj? colour, sU( h crashing spttd, 
set for... vuch pregn.nit form c.irry me a\va\ 
spell-bouivi. . . . ‘Richard Yea'.'>nd-Nny ’ is a 
fine and ori .;mal \ unancf 

DAILY TkLF.CRAPIL- “ I'he story carries 
Ut along; as though throughout we were galloping 
on strong horses. There i-. a rush .ind fervour 
about it .all which sweeps, us off c r feet till the end 
is reached and the tale is done. It is very clever, 
very spirited ” 

DhILY NT a memor.ablc hook, over- 
over-chagg^,l witii scenes of violence, yet, so 
informed w'/h me atmosphere of a tumultuous 
time, written with .a pen so vital and picturesque, 
that it is the reader’s loss to skip a page.” j 

DAILY ClIRONICLE.-^'VIt have to thank 
Mr. Hewlett for a most beautiful and fascinating 
picture of a glof.ous tr.ne. . . . We know of no 
other writer to day who could have done it.” 


S ^ • 

•Crown 3vo. Gilt Top • 

• • 

•Price 6s. 


TKo- For^t “Lovers 


A Romance 


Sl'FC TATOR —‘“‘The forest lovers is no 
mere htciary tot r dc /r»'sr, bir an uncommonly 
attr.iciive romance, the rh.irm of which i. greatly 
enhanced hy 'he .luthor s t\c“cll< iit style." 

' DAILY t: LTirRAni — M.aiirice 

i Hewlett’s ‘The foiest Lovers’ stands out with 
I c 'lupicuous sticiess , . There .ire few books of 
this season whi( h ai bieve their aim so simply and 
I whole-heartedly ,is Mr Hewlells ingenious and 
enthralling lotii.uK e ' 

ALADFMV- "'I his is a lemarkable book 
, . . . ‘ J'he forest I. veis' has been a fre^h sensa- 
tion Mr How’lett can write' What a sense of 
( olour, of contrast; what vigour, what rapid 
I inoveincnl ' " 

I iTIIE GUARDIAN.—" Qudxnt and clelight- 
I fill.” 

DAILY ( // RiKVICLL.—" Here is ,\ romance 
of the glarnoroiis medifcval time, done just as such 
a thing ‘hould be <lone. ... It is a book to be 
read. \ot to be re.ad at a sitting, but to be read 
I slowly, when om* is in the mood 

j ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS.-" \\ 
is not e;isy to dcsinln- the cliarm of Mr. Hewlett's 
romance . . . ‘ The ffirest Lovets’ is a distinct 
I .acquisition to the true literature of romance.” 


NlUv EDITION 

Crown 8 VO. Gilt Top 

I Price 6s. 

Little Novels of Italy 

By Maurice Hewlett 
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U^A L. SILBERRAQ 



Pric^ 6^. 


Princess Pack 


By 

Una *L/ SHberrad 


nu I n 0 ! It 1 u 1 1 1 > i( ii I 

t :» I jiu u| jn lb j 1 ts 1 III ! in>, v i \ ilh li in 
lo\ t u (1 1 1) u Rtc r n I hint ii 1’ i t s J i k 
ill U tj n iliLt It f lliMirli 1 Til 111 ] 1 i\e i it\ 
and pli "iMirt. 1 In', is ii \ It i 1 > n tl it 

you 111 ly find mil iv ^ litis u li'i i t i .^1 

w ly )\ii i^ nil 1 L u L it I ^ I tl \ mu i 
enjoy it nior 1 isiirch 

} m 1 L 1 \ iOh Miss Sillcii liscx 
cte liimly clt,\ti fitsh nid wli 1 n i r\ 
hill 'Miidy IS a ddmlilfil ci iti i h 1 nl 1 Ils 
OVM with life ind ^) dwill, 1 urn ni smii,y nd 
afTtstion and evtiyihin^ slu t ndie turns ti 
rom nil e 

/ HI d( {HI 1/3 IJ I uh I. t r\ is n 

th( aijtjr If iti. so jdt isiii^ an^ ( tit nnn ^ t i it we 

ha\c litlli in linatim to j i k s I it it is 
frtsh ind ri iiiuiundible 

PU\<.H- tin csciLdni ’ c h irm if tlis 

creatwn of Wi^ubitntx iliftlj loimiii iilv 3 tiowii 
7\s hill In It r fitshiuss her unc mxeniwn ilily 
her keen insight ind hci lu nesty , hill is de 
lightfnl 

IHJ DAII Y LHhOMCI ! Miss Sil 

beiradslfbok desenes i h gli plue in th^lu^ion 
of the nlonicnt llie st ai > is intciestin^ and 
rattles along to the cn(l•\Mlhout^l pause, there is 
ongiiialilv lu the eonstiiu.tioii of the plot and pei 
ceptioii as well in the wav the ehaiatteis a e eon 
ceived at d presented hill herself is i ch um ng 
eoneeption Altogether, ‘ Prime s J’uek is a 
book to be read, and to be rca I with dtsiiim na 
tion* • 

£. 


EVELYN SHARP 



Price 6s. 

Youngest Girl 
in the School 

r^lJh AlIIFN.fUM -“Ttild with 
mu( h humour 

I HI ICADF \iy — “ V ni )si imusing 
stor) ’ 

lIIlHx \lUkL~ “AmvkI pietuieof 

i gill s school , 

1 IlL PI 1 01 Us I iciness 

ind h unout 

P \I 1 Mill G \7J / Mx 

ticmel) divelling to the lleiige man” 

PHI Gk-kPlIlL “Ml) ftesh and 
n Uui d 

I HI SriCPAIOR -“ShoMs a 
wholesome and humoious giis)i of hie ” 

THE DAk/r CHRONIC I h Miss 

I \cl)n Simp his scoiet^ i bnlliint success 
in a wheic success li is been ittained 

h) few St hoolgirls ln\c suhered rather 
mote than ‘^choolbo)s at "the hiifds of 
wrijcis of fiction Mi'Jt, Sh^d posscsse^^' 
an endowment of humour, iifh, tsensvtne, 
ladiant, that peaiades her book like a 
JOYOUS elemental spirit. And with this 
frolic spiiil, ever alive to the humorous 
aspects of life, tly subtlest ajipiehension is 
revealed of the psychical depths beneath 
the exuberant manifeMatiorR of healthy 
asjunng v wth ” 


13 



JAMES LANE ALLEN 



Price 6s. 

(» 

The Incrcayn^ 
Purpose 


130,000 copies have been sol i ni /in inland 
and America. ' 


W.fSr\ll\STER GA/.EITh\—^''>\x>\\ a 

hook as thi^ is .a lare event, anrl as lefieshinc; as it 
is rare. '1 his book ... is a iieautiful one — 
beautiful alike in thoii;(ht, tune, aivl lari^^u.ijje.*’ 

LirERA'TEKE.— ' We m.ty safely assert that 
it will achieve a ’arge surecss, aiui a< Intve it on its 
merits," ‘e 

/?/f/A}'C7/A’CL\7(:V./;. — “ Wo hke iJiis hook 
It Stands apart from the ordin.iry novel. It tells 
the stoiy of the giosvth ut a soul. ... A Rreat 
charm of the hook is its jiiclures of outdoor life on 
a KentCcky farm, . . Ihit the ^reatcst charm of 
all, perhaps, is .Mr. .(\llen's r It^V cut, simple, and 
vigorous st> le," 

.SPKCTA TOR.--'" Written with all thedelicai y 
and distinction whith have already won him so 
many aihnirers." 

WORLD I ays upon the reader a grip f'mi 
which ther*'is iV) escape." 

DAILY 6W/J/V//C-. — “The thar.acter of 
David, the first figure in the book, is finely drawn. 

. . . The book is well worth reading.” 

ACADEMY^—'' VmW of cncial warmth and 
freshest human nature. . . . Life is intense, richly 
coloured, and sjlendidiy aspirant in these pages; 
yet the eternal note of .sadness is brought in.” 


JAMES LANE ALLEN 

iFcap. 8vo Gilt top. 6s. 

■ » 223rd Thoiisdtid, 

The Choir Invisible 

• 

AC ADEMY . — “ A hook to read and L book to 
keep after re.iding. Mr. Allen's gifts are many — 
a sty'le pellucid an<l pi( turesijue, r vivid and dis- 
ciplined flower of chaiactens.s'jon, and an in 
lunate know''dge of a striking ei>och and ' .in 
alluiiitg country. ‘The CTioir Invisible ' is a fine 
achievement.” 

PALL MALL GA/ETrE.—‘^Mr. Allen's 
power of chaiacter.^liawiiig iiivest.s the old, old 
stoiy with renewed and absorbing interest. . . . 
Tlie f.iM i nation of the stoiy lies in great part in 
Ml. Mien s gi.icelul a d v ivid sty le." 

Glolic 8vo. iTicc 3s. 6d. each. 

A Kentucky , Cardinal 
'Aftermath 

Being Bart II. of “ A Kentucky Cardinal.” 

Summer in Arcady 

A Ta^e of JNatiire 

Cioyyn Svo. I’rice 6s. each. 

A Kentucky Cardinal and 
Aftermath 

In one vol. Ulus-, liy Ikuiii Tho.mson. 

Flute and Violin 

And other Kerffucky Tales and 
Romances. 

The Blue-Grass Region of 
Kentucky 

And other Kentucky Articles. 

“ His work h.is purity, delicacy, 
aiug uin'uling charm. He gives you ifiatter for 
laug’iiter, matter for tears, and matter to think 
upon, with a very^nie hand." 

PALL MALL GAE E /'7yC—“ Mr. Allen has 
attained to an enviable position ; it is hi.s to in- 
lei-liret his native couniiy to the world, and it is 
not easy to imagine a better interpreter. 'J'hese 
four volumes are worthy of the author of ‘The 
Choir Invisilf'e.’” 




WESTON CHURCHILL 



WINSTON CHURCHILL 


One of the 


mosf strik 


successes in 


recent fiction. 


Crown 8 VO. Giltl^^p * 


Price 6s. 


Price 6s., 


The Crisis 


Richard Carvel 


[290th T'housand] ^ 

DAILY ‘“'Ihe Cnsis'isa 

story of tlie AmerKan Civil Wai, a tlieine as in^ 
spiniiff to the AtiiciiLan wiitei of ncunis as tlar 
English Cisi! War has ]irove(l to some t>f our best 
romancers. But, so far as wc aieawaic, there has 
hitherto been no novtl on that subject pruilui eil ii» 
America to ctjual either the ‘ Wootistook ' of hir 
N\Cil ter Scott 01 Whj te-Me)\ tile's ‘ Holiiiliy House.’ 
a hat repioach is at length lenunetl by Mr. 
Churchill, and ‘The C'risis ’ will Ixar conipatison 
with either of these justly famous books.” 

LITERATURE. “As well executed anovcl 
as we have! come actoss for many a long d.'iy.” 

SPECTATOR . — “An exceedingly spirited, in- 
teresting, and right nirt||^ romance ol the Civil 
War,” 

GUAR D/A R . — “ ‘ I'he ^tsis ’ is a lomaikablc 
book. ... It is a grand boo^ 

PALL MALL GAAETTK.—^C\ singularly 
fascinating and, in many resji^lts, an important 
and valuable book.” 

D^LY CHRONICLE. — .as Mr. 

Churdiill did *with some of his (dial .actors in 
‘Richard Carvel,’ he has done "till better in this 
story with some of their descendants.” 

ST. JAMES'S GAZETTE.~'J\^ is a sound 
book, weif put together and w'ell written.” • ^ 

PILOT. — " R worthy peiuhmt to his brilliant 
romance ‘Richard Caiv4l.”’ ■ 

ATHENAEUM . — “A bright, vividly written 
book, which holds the reader’s interest.” 

DAILY NEIVS. — “We congratulate Mr. 
Churchill. ‘The Crisis’ is a warm, inspiriting 
booh." ^ 


M/tU ARDIAN. — “ I he book is one we can 
FWimiy lecomniend to le.aders who like to have 
their historical luemoiies freshened by fittion." 

LITERATURL.- “Has a full and stiiring 
plot. . . . .\»])ioce of work ci editable both to 
ills iiidustiyand his imagination.” 

THE SPEAKER . — “We base not a 

better book for ni.uiy a day than ‘ Rlc^rd ^ 


DAILY TELEGR.lPH—^AGiW of good 
things, rile narr.uvve e,xcels in incide''* _‘'1terest- 
ing, MVki, and piclurcs(iue. ...” 


Pried 6s. 

The, Celebrity:* 

An Episode 

[59th ThousaM] * j 

• * f 

ATHENj-EUM. — “ Distinctly lgo(*l reading. 

It is witty and devoid of offence to the most 
.sensitive disposition. . . Can be recommended 
to old and young alike.” 

CHICAGO TRIBUNE.-'‘ An exceptionally 
pleasing novel.” * * 

NEW YORK INDRP^.NDENT.—" 

dashing, and entertaining from beginning to end.” 
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RUDYARD KIPLING 

UNIFORM EDITION 
Extra Crown Scarlet Cloth 
Gilt Tops, 6s, each 
6oth Thousand 

^ Kim 

IHustf^ed by J. L. Kipling 
33rd Thousand 

• Stolky & Co. 

PALt MALL GAZETTE.— "U ‘Stalky St 
Co.’ does not become as classic as the greatest 
favourites among Mr. Kipling’s previous volumes of 
stories, write u.s down false prophets. He has 
never written ■ Tlh more rapturously swinging zest, 
or b^bbleo uver with more rollicking fun.'^ 

57th Thousand 

The Day's Work 

MORNING /•a97’.-“The book U so vff ied, 
so full of coiour and life from end to end, thr few 
who read the first two or three stories will lay it I 
down till they have read the last.” 

48th ThousancF* 

Plain Tales fromLthc Hills 

SA TURD A V REVIEW, Mr. Kii ’ 
knows and appreciates the English in India, am. 
is a bom *tory teller and a man of humour into the 
It would be hard to find better read 


bargain. . 
ing." 

39t.h Thousand 

Life’s Handicap 

^ li^eing Stories of Mine Own People. 

BLACK A ND WfffTF ' Life s Handicap ’ 
contains much of the best work hitherto accom- 
plished the author, and, taken as .1 whole, is a 
complete au.r, nee uiion its picdet essors ’ 

’"6ih Thousand 

Many Inventions 

PALL MALL GAi'E TTE.-^'\ hecompletest 
book that Mr. Kipling has yet given us in work- 
marvshi^, the weightiest and most humane in 
breadth of view. . . . It can only be regarded as 
a fresh landmark iS the p.ogression of his 
genius.’* 

4 1 si Thousand 

"s The Li^ht that. Failed 

Re-writt^n find considerably enlarged. 

hip Whatever else be true of Mr. 
Kipling, it is the first truth about him that he has 
power, real intrinsic power. . , . Mr. Kipling’s 
work has innumerable good qualities.” 

. 17th Thousand 

Wee Willie Winkle 

and other Storie.s 


RUDYARD KIPLI^«5 

ViyFO$M 6s; each. 

, ‘jah Thousarjd’ , • , 

^ Soldiers Three . * 

f>nd Other Stories 

GLOBS. — “Contabing some of the be*.t of his 
highly vivid work.” 

' 55th ThouS''-vl 

The Jungle Book 

With Illustrations by J. L. Kipling 
and W. K. 1 >sar*:. 

^ PUp CH . — “ ‘ vE-sop’s Fables and dear old Brer 
Fox ‘.nd Co.,’ obserVjCS the Baron sagely, ‘may 
have .uggested to the fanciful gemus of Rudyard 
Kt.^iing the delightful idea, carried out in the 
nijst f.iscinating style, bf ‘The Jungle Book.’ ” 

* 3'^th Thousand 

The Second Jungle Book 

With Illustrations by J. Lc-ckwood 
Kipling. 

DAILY TELEGRAPH.-l''\\^t appearance 
of *l’he Second Jungle Book ’is a litei.ary event 
of which no one will mistake the importance. Un- 
like most sequels, the various stories comprised in 
J.ie new volume are at Ica'-t equal to their prede- 
I essors ' * 

271)1 Thnusam) 


“Captains Courageous*' 


Illus- 


A Story of the Grand Banks. 

Iratcd by I. W. Taib-r. 

AT HEN ARUM - “ Ne\er in English prose ha' 
the sea in all its mj riad aspects, with all its sound 
and sights and odours, been reproduced with sue’ 
subtle skill .as in these p.igcs. ” 

I4lh Thousand 

Fronb^'^ to Sea 

Letters of T^'^ el. In Two Vols. 

DAILY TELEGRAPH Sea to 

Sea’ is delightflB reading throughout. ‘Good 
things’ sparkle in its every page, and inimitable 
desciiptive matter abounds. ... A char^ming 


bpok.” 


The Naulahka 

A Story of West and East- 

" BV 

RUDYARD KIPLING 


WOLCOTT BALESTIER* 


RtCHlRD CLAY AND SONS, tlMIT'ID, LONDON AWO BUNOAV. 
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